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C3r (6©&iH$m Z&nm$&m&, on which this Drama is 
Founded : — 

" The Wilis, or Nocturnal Dancers, are Betrothed Brides who die 
on or before the day of Marriage, without having fully satisfied 
their love of dancing — there still remains in the hearts which have 
ceased to beat, and the feet that no longer move, that passion for the 
FGte which inspired them during life. These young affianced ones 
cannot rest quiet in their graves ; at the hour of midnight they rise, 
and assemble in troops near the highways, and woe to the young 
man that meeu them; they rush on him, and make him dance till 
lie dies. They have crowns of flowers on their heads, and spark- 
ling rings on their fingers ; their faces though white as snow pre- 
serve the freshness of youth. Dressed in their marriage garments, 
and sporting like cb.es in the bright moonlight, these Brides of 
Death, have an air so winning, a grace so seductive, smiles so 
perfidious, that thjy are irresistible. It is in vain their unhappy 
victims would fly; they follow, and own in death their fatal fasci- 
nation." 

De LAUemagne, par Henri Heine. 
coup d'osil of scenery, incidents, ice. : — 

ACT THE FIRST. 

IN TEllIOR of the COTTAGEof 
DAME BERTHA ! 

" Come listen to the Lay of the Night Do.icers, I will tell you of 
the Wilis." 

HERMIT'S CAVE «& COTTAGE of ALOISE 
THE HUNTER. 
THE ROSARY OF ST. WALB1KG ! 

VALSE DE DEUX, by GISELLE and ALOISE. 

The FOREST of THURISTGIA ! 

THE VINTAGE nONE. 

vaimJlev of nosE&BAn i 

AND 

EXTERIOR of MME BERTHA'S COTTAGE, 

THE VINTAGE FETE ; 

VINTAGE BALLET.— Pas Comique, VILLAGERS. 
Characteristic PAS DE DEUX, CASPAR and LOTTA. 

THE FATAL Will DANCE!!! 



ACT THE SECOND. 

BORDERS of the WIIiI LAKE 

Among the Mount;) ins, near the High 
Koacl, hy Moonlight. 

UTEAK4S( E OF THE WllilS! 

O'er ivild and o'er Waste, when the moon glimmers bright, 
From our tombs do we haste, dancing through the lone night ; 
Then gladly ice bound while the Nightingale sings, 
Spreading day all around with the liglit nf our wings. 
We the wanderer lure in our dance 'till he joins, 
Of our vie i in still sure, when with us he cut nines ,• 
Through bush and through brake, he is whirled o'er the heath, 
Till in the cold lake we consign him to death. 

Song of the Wilis. 

WIJLI BAL. FANTASTIQUE ; 

THE FATE OF CASPAR. 

Bertha's Cottage, ay before— TRANCE OF < If SELL E — Summons 

ORIEL IN THE CASTLE OF THURINGIA, 

THE SAINTED It E L I C ! 

THE WITCH WOOD 

And Ituiii* of Saint Walburg's Humiery 

and Chapel. 

INITIATION OF GISELLE. 

No rest in the Tomb can the young Will Anon; 

At night, through the gloom, does she rise from below, 

Treading still the wild dance she in life loved loo well ; 

Luring nil to advance, with her magical ."pell, 

She hang* from the willow, she bathes in the stream, 

Oh ! Infancy 1 * pillow knows no brighter dreams 

She vaults on the /lowers, as fragile as the;/, 

Dancing through midnight's hours, till she dies with the day. 

IJallud of tli. Wilis. 

THE FAIRY DELL AND ABODE DF THE WILIS ! ! 

The Dawn of Day Resistance of Giselle. 

TRANSLUCENT PALACE OF 100 FOUNTAINS 

BENEATH THE BOSOM OF THE WITCH'S LAKE! 

THE 

DEATH of the WILI QUEEN ! 



TO 
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WHOSE MATCHLESS DRAMATIC 
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UNITED TO CROWN THE 8UCCES8 OP THI8 LITTLE DRAMA, 

IT IS VERY RESPECTFULLY DEDICATED, 
BY HER OBLIGED AND DEVOTED 

FRIEND AND SERVANT. 



When life was young, how oft, by seme lone stream, 
In wood and vale, while glowed the summer sun, 

I've idly lain, o'er many an antic theme 
Musing till noon its mid-day course had run, 

Closing my eyes, by fancy's aid to dream 
Bright day-dreams ; and thus, glorious visions won 

Of sylph and fay, so witching and so rare ! 

I've sighed when I have found reality less fair. 

And still I dream ! — Smile, as ye list, ye wise, — 

Still dream of fairy elf and goblin sprite; 
For, now that Heaven, alas ! has closed my eyes, 

I woo wild fancy in my own despite! 
And still, to soothe my hapless bosom's sighs, 

As in the olden time, I've glimpses bright 
Of all immortal things, whose charm no gleam 
Of earth e'er comes to mar, with forms less bright that beam. 



Thus said I, as I wove this fitful lay, 

And gave Giselle v, voice, that thou to view f 

Fair Hoxner, might her Imp" form display, 
With looks and tones, so earnest and so true, 

Stealing all round thee from themselves away. 
That e'er I should my own creation rue ! 

But, since the brightest visions of my mind 

I've found by thee exccll'd, I mourn to think I'm blind. 

Then be Giselle the young, the fair, all thine ; 

For, now that the fond offspring of my brain 
I cannot see— here, grateful, at thy shrine 

'Tis offered up — be not the offering vain ; — 
Thine be its praises ; let its blame be mine ; 

Thou thai ne'er but in fiction e'er gave pain, 
Thou to all pleasant thoughts that still yield's! birth, 
Equalled thy public fame but by thy private worth. 



WILLIAM MONCRTEFF. 



— 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



The chance perusal of a very masterly analysis, from 
the pen of my friend Mr. Gruneisen, of the ballet panto- 
mime of "Giselle," which appeared in "The Morning 
Post," shortly after the production of that very beautiful 
specimen of the choregraphic art, originally inspired me 
with the idea of giving it a dramatic dress. 

" Giselle" was first brought out at the Academie de 
Musique in Pans, June 28, 1841, where it created a sens- 
ation on its appearance that will long be remembered in 
that enthusiastic capital. 

The libretto of the ballet did not fall into my hands 

tlll n 1 i >ng after 1 had com P leted m y task ' out analysis 
of Mr. Gruneisen, who had witnessed its representation, 
was too perfect and complete to allow me to feel any want 
of it. fn fact, I found his details even more inspiring 
th-n I should have done those of the work itself had I 
happened to have procured it. 

It ia not necessary here to point out the startling 
Uberties I felt obliged to take with my subject, to render 
it at all available to my purpose. The reader will readily 
believe they have been many. In fact, without losing 
sight of my original, I was obliged to depart very widely 
from most of its incidents. The denouement is entirely 
different ; many new characters have been added ; and 
the whole conduct of the story has been altered, in many 
instances, to suit the more dramatic nature of my piece 

The French authors of " Giselle— (for every man who 
furnishes a choregrapic production is an author in France,) 
ami there are no lesfl than two concerned in this ballet,— 

Monsieur St. George,whoattemptstocompetethepalm with 
Scribe, and Iheophile Gautier, a poet of some name- 
profess, m an introductory notice prefixed to their ballet 
to have taken their subject from a tradition of the Wilis 
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contained in a work on Germany by the celebrated Henri 
Heine, a critic and historian, whose publications are very 
advantageously known on the Continent. Had either the 
German writer or the authors of the ballet gone more 
deeply into the superstition, they might have found cir- 
cumstances even more romantic and suitable to their 
purpose than those to which the public have been so much 
indebted. 

The superstition of the Wilis, or Vilas, as they are gene- 
rally though perhaps not so correctly called, is of Servian 
origin, and differs very remarkably and materially from 
that narrated by Heine. Mr. Keightly, in his most 
amusing and recondite work on M Fairy Mythology," 
speaking of the Vilas, tells us they are mountain nymphs, 
exceedingly beautiful, and clad in white, having long 
streaming hair ; that they seldom injure any persons but 
those who intrude upon their roundels ; that they are fond 
of dancing beneath the cherry trees, and have the repu- 
tation of collecting storms. Endowed with the gift of 
prophecy, they announce to the hero his impending 
death. Mr Keightly gives a literal translation of a 
national song current throughout the Servian Provinces^ 
which is called the Vila Song. It is as follows :— r 

VILA SONG. 
Cherry ! dearest cherry ! 
Higher lift thy branches, 
Under which the Vilas 
Dance their magic roundels. 
Them before Radisha 
Dew from flower lashes, 
L^adcth ou two Vilas ; 
To the third he saycth, 
Be thou mine, Oh Vila ! 
Thou shalt, with my mother. 
In the cool shade scat thee, 
Soft silk deftly spinning 
From the golden distaff. 
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Mr, Bowring, in his poetry of the " Magyars;' has 
given another translation of this song, which is sub- 
joined. * For ourselves, we give the preference to Mr, 
Keightly's version, as being more faithful, if less fan- 
ciful. 

It is remarkable that in " Lays and Legends," we 
believe of Germany, by Mr. Thorns, there is one which 
bears a strong affinity to the ballet of " Giselle." In this 
legend, a village girl dances herself to death, becomes a 
spirit, and finally ensnares a young knight, her lover, and 
consigns him to the same fate. 

It is not unlikely that by the same progressive transmu- 
tation, through which the humble charcoal becomes a 
diamond, the beautiful superstition of the Wilis may have 
had its rise in no higher a source than our rustic "Wills of 
the Wisp, those bright but evanescent ignes fatui that 
float at night upon the bosom of the lake, and play over 
the marshy moor end swampy fen, leading the belated 
peasant and benighted traveller astray that incautiously 
follow th^m, and consigning them to death. The name 
as well aa nature of these dancing meteors greatly tends 
to confirm this supposition. Unlike most other supersti- 
tions, that of the Wilis has a beautiful moral. It shows, 
from the penalty it attaches to the inordinate indulgence 



♦ VILA SONG. 

Viahnia ! lovely Vishnia I 
Lift thy branches higher ; 
For, beneath thy brandies 
Vilas dance delighted, 
While Radisha dashes 
From the flowers the dew-drops, 
Vilas two conveying; 
To the third he whispers, 
Oh, be mine, sweet Vila! 
Thou with mine own mother 
In the shade shalt beat thee, 
Silken vestments spinning, 
Weaving golden garments. 

Bowring. 
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of the dance, that the pleasures of this life should only 
be enjoyed in moderation, and that uncontrolled passion 
inevitably ends in the destruction of those by whom it is 
encouraged. 

The Saint Walburg who is made to act so conspicuous 
a part in this drama, as the deadly enemy of the Wilis, 
was no fictitious personage. She was the daughter of 
Richard, King of the West Saxons, and early became a 
nun, at Winburn in Dorsetshire. Twenty-seven years after- 
wards she retired to Germany, and was elected abbess of a 
nunnery at Heidenheim in Suabia, where her brother 
governed an abbey of monks. Over this abbey, at his death, 
in 760, she was appointed to preside, and governed 
it till her death in 779. She was one of the most powerful 
patronesses of chastity, having continued a virgin all her 
life ; and her guardianship was especially held to extend 
to all young maidens by whom it was invoked. Her 
relics were numerous, and were esteemed to possess 
much sanctity, — so much so, that in the year 161.5 her 
jaw-bone was visited and kissed by the Archduke Albert, 
and his Duchess Isabella, — a fact that speaks more for 
their devotion than their delicacy. 

When I had written this drama, I felt at some loss, 
notwithstanding the popularity of its prototype in Paris, 
to select a stage whereon I might get it represented, 
partly on account of the difficulty of finding an actress 
sufficiently gifted to personate the character of Giselle, but 
more so from the circumstance that, since the visitation of 
my calamitous blindness, it had been attempted by'some very 
strange animals to hustle me in the dark from my long 
and hardly earned standing in the theatres. In this di- 
lemma, I bethought myself of my old and valued friend 
Honner and his talented wife. Here was at once the 
manager and the actress I wanted. ' Auld lang syne' was 
not forgotten. P.ly drama was instantly and most cordially 
accepted ; and both the getting up of the piece and the act- 
ing of Giselle on the Sadler's Wells stage, left me no room 
to wish for any other theatre or any other actress. It 
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would have been perhaps impossible to have selectee* any 
house, from Covent Garden downwards, in which the 
piece could have been more beautifully brought out, or 
more admirably performed. The mi$e-en-scene, oi 
netting- up, as we more vulgarly term it, of my old friend 
Honner, would have done credit to a Parisian theatre, — 
and thatis not saying a little. The acting of Mrs. Honner 
was beyond all praise,— so truthful, so earnest, so fraught 
with natural energy and unstudied.grace. Her pantomime 
thrilled the bosoms of all that beheld it, as much as her dan- 
cingdelightedtheireyesandher accents touched theirhearts. 
To the mute eloquence that pervades every limb of the 
inimitable Carlotta (the Giselle of the original ballet), Mrs. 
Honner gave a voice and expression that might even have 
added to the perfection of that rare artiste. But I well 
knew to whose hands I entrusted the part ; and the result 
neither disappointed me nor the public. 

Mr. Henry Marston's delineation of the rough Ranger, 
Hilarion, though a part greatly inferior to his talents, was 
marked by that genius and finish which characterize all 
his personations : he was imnressive, — was perfect. My 
friend Honner did all that could be done and more than could 
have been expected, with the somewhat ungracious part of 
Aloise, and admirably supported his fair partner. Mr. 
Williams's racy acting in Von Fusten wig,— Herbert's rich 
comedy in Peterkin,— Mr. Dry's judicious declamation in 
^Hermit,— added to Mrs. R. Barnett's Queen of the 
Wilis, Miss Richardson's Bathilde, Miss Cooke's Dame 
Bertha, and, m short, the exertions of all the ladies and 
gentlemen concerned in the drama, left nothing to be 
desired. They have all of them my very best thanks,— 
as have the various artists belonging to the theatre, parti- 
cularly Mr. J. Collins, for his discriminative adaptation 
ot Adolphe Adam's charming music, and Mr. Fenton for 
his highly picturesque scenery. Mr. Frampton, and Mrs. 
J. W Collier s exquisite dancing and pantomime, and the 
pains bestowed by Mr. Frampton on the getting up of the 
ballet, also call for and receive my best acknowledgments. 
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Nor must be forgotten, in conclusion, the Real Water ! 
it indeed made a great splash, and much contributed to 
the overflow, which for a considerable time, in a very un- 
propitious part of the season, nightly attended the re- 
presentation of u Giselle, or the Phantom Night* 
Dancers." 

4, Cowley Street, Westminster Abbey, 
April lGth, 1842. 
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ACT I. 

S CENE L 

Interior of the Cottage of Dame Bertha. Music. 
The Dame discovered at her Spinning-wheel' 
she is working by the light of a lamp ; it is day- 
break. As the Curtain rises, the broad beams of 
the rising Sun are streaming through the window, 
at the back A table with pitcher, bread and 
grapes arranged for breakfast, in the centre of 
the stage. A flight of rude wooden stairs leak- 
ing to an upper chamber on one side; door at 
back, opening to the Valley. — Doors at each side 
leading to inner rooms. 

Dame, (rising) Mercy on me, if here aint 
broad day peeping in at the window already, 
just for ail the world, as it it wanted to stare me 
out of countenance — let me put out my lamp, 
or I shall have that dear child, Giselle, getting 
up, and surprising me before I know where I am! 
(Extinguishes lamp.) She mustn't find out that 
I have been spinning all night. The Virgin 
grant, that my poor old eyes don't betray me! 
I'm afraid I'm acting very foolishly in toiling 
thus ; but, she'll want a new holiday kirtle soon, 
and I have long since exhausted my little store; 
I cannot bear that she should be less gay than her 
companions — poor orphan child ! — It may be 
sinful thus to indulge her in her love of pleasure, 
but, alack, I was young myself once, and I war- 

B 
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^ W °5." ,, SS5. ? Heaven bless thee; has it 
7 Wn broad day, long since-let me give 
thee 1 kte ¥<E&*> >«r, and ^azes fondly on 
£?) Thou art the very image of thy poor mo- 
ther and look so fresh and blooming for thy 
tartSwp. I »onder not at all the young 
Sing 'in love with thee; but, come, let us 

t0 ^-I Wha?treTktt set W o?-Milk, eggs, 
grapes, brown bread --thy care leaves noth.ng 
lor my toil, dear Granny. 

Dame. Sixty years constant habit, child has 
made occupation necessary to me; but, e s 
Jit down, and thank Heaven's grace for a lU 
blessinfis! though humble our repast, still it 
will be grateful— partaken, as it is in peace and 
safety ( Music—They sit down to breakfatt.)— 
But, eh ! thou dost not eat, my child ! 

Gis. Nay, Granny, a draug t of milk, and a 
crust, is all that I require thus early— but 1 shall 
make up for it, at 0« nooning. 

Dame Why, thou hast not done yet ?— Oh i the 
Virgin, that 1 could get through a crust like thee ! 

Gis. (finishing her meal) There, I shall do 
capitally ; and, now, let me away to the moun- 
tains—I will but get my hat— 

Dc ne. Why, thou art not going, child ! 
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Gis. Yes ; my Godfather, the good Hermit, 
will expect me — I go to make confession. 

Dame. The pious Christoph — he is a holy man, 
but, wherefore, should you visit him so often ? — 
Oh, my poor old head ; now, I bethink me, girl, 
does not the road to the good Father's cave, lie 
past the cottage of the gallant stranger, Aloise, 
the gay young hunter? 

Gis. 'Tis in the way, dear Granny, and one 
must pass it feasting down her eyes), unless one 
goes a very, very great deal round. 

Dame. Aye, aye, girl ! 1 know, I thought so — 
you do not use that poor fellow, honest Master 
Hilarion, as you should do ; he's a worthy lad ; 
then, he's well to do, being Game-keeper to our 
young Lord, the Margrave, who will, no doubt, 
bestow some gift of price upon him, when he 
comes to take possession of his estates here; and 
it is rumoured that we may expect him shortly; 
he has not visited Thuringia since boyhood. 

Gis. Hilarion ! Granny, I have no patience 
with him, he is so unpolished, so awkward ; but, 
Aloise — oh, Aloise — he is so gentle — so graceful ! 
Ah, if you could but see him in the dance, in his 
smart hunting suit of green and gold, his silver 
horn, studded with sparkling gems, and the gay 
feather in his bonnet ! — who would not be his 
partner — all the girls envy me ! — methinks e'en 
now I tread with him the mazy Witching Waltz ! 

(Begins to dance part of Wili Waltz — which is 
played piano.) 

Dame. Is the girl mad ! — was there ever such 
i giddy creature ! — your love of dancing is be- 
come quite a passion with you — you neglect 
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everv thing for it. Giselle, Giselle, forbear 
chid: if vou have no regard for your work, you 
should have for your health ;~vou know very we I 
that the leach told you ^^V™ 8 *J5 t w 
cate and should be very careful,, for tj at any 
over fatigue or sudden emotion, is likely to be 
attended with fatal consequences — 

Gis. (stopping for a moiit^-Nonsense, 
Grannv bleTsed with the love of Alo.se, 1 shall 
have nothing to few— («■ recommences dancing 
and becomes more cmpassioned than ever.) 

Dame. Bless me, she heeds me no more than it 
I was a stone !-AVhy, Giselle I say 1-Sl.e W. 11 
turn her head if she don t take care!-! hoi it 
everis! when once she begins dancing, she thinks 
of nothing el^e !— Why, Giselle, leave off, hussy 
—I shall be very angry with you soon.— (^V** 
endeavouring to slop Aer.j-Thoughtless sun, 
pleton, if vou dance in this way, you 11 dance 
yourself to death and become a Will ! 

[Giselle alarmed and stopping. 

Gis. A what, Granny? 

Dame. Why, one of the Night Dancers, child; 
—you have heard of those poor lost creatures, the 
Wilis, sorely ?— Every body has heard of them ! 

Gis. I have, now and then, heard our village 
maidens, my companions, speak of them ; but, 
it has always been in whispers, with fear and 
mystery ; for my part I don't believe a word of it. 

'J)ame. The -irl has certainly taken leave ot 
her senses!— Not believe in the Wilis ! — I Jell 
von there are such beings, and what's more, I've 
"seen them, and this is their history, for if you 
don't know it, it is high time you should Old 
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Rudolph, the minstrel, made a lay of it you 

T St ^, e I i f7 e J i V, beCause il ' 8 in P"nt ~this is 
what Old Rudolph says, I've remembered it from 
a girl. 

Recitation, Bertha, which she repeats as if from 
memory. 

PCm of theWilis 1 ^ ° f N, ' ght Dancer8 '~~ I wil1 tdl y° u 

When a young maid, betrothed in life unto some chosen youth, 

Forsakes her duties, for the giddy dance, 

And dies unwedded, victim to its pleasures, 

Unqucnched her love of revelry by death, 

In her lulled heart, and feet, though cold and motionless, 

Still dwell the wild desires, she nursed while living, 

E'en in her grave, she rests not, but becomes a Win ! 

Gis. Dear Granny, you say but this to frighten 
me. ° 

Dame. This is not all, girl ; listen further, and 
be warned in time. 

Recitation continued. 

At midnight still, her silent resting place 

The dead bride leaves, for the green sward and haunted lake ! 

Close by the highway side, where with wild dance and music, 

Crowned with gay flowers, bright rings upon her fingers:— 

The wandering traveller, and belated peasant 

She charms, and woe unto the youth that meets her I 

Sure, as in life, her pale sweet smiles allure him— 

He joins her spell-bound dance and dies!— 

Shun, then, the Wilis ! 
Gis. A very terrible story, indeed, Granny; 
but as I said before, I don't believe a word of it, 
at all events, I'm incorrigible; dancing is mr sole 
pleasure as Aloise is my sole happiness/ and 
dead or alive, 1 will dance! 
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Dame. Mercy on me !— who ever heard the 
lik e i — You are an incredulous little simpleton- 
take care vou don't one day pay dear for your 
disbelief —Why the verv tune that you so delight 
in dancing to, and which the silly wenches are so 
fond of introducing in all their village fetes, is 
the Wilis favourite Waltz, I have heard it at 
night, on the lone heath and in thy Hent valley, 
a hundred, and a hundred times— 1 marvel the 
silly jades let the blind harper play it; mind 1 
have warned you, so beware ! 

Gis. My poor Granny— but I must not con- 
tradict you. 

Dame. No, no ; but, come, if you are going to 
Father Christoph it is high time that you set 
forth; mind you don't loiter, with the young 
hunter. — Your companions will be waiting for 
you to join them in their labours— 'tis the last 
day of the vintage, and who knows, but you 
mav be crowned— What am I saying — 

Gis. Yes, yes ; dear Granny, and at noon, the 
vintage fete !— the dance— Aloise, my partner !— 
You remind me well, dear Granny, I should 
practice, 1 would not any maiden should outvie 
me.— La lira recommences dancing the Wili 

Waltz.) . , ^ 

Dame. Eh, mercy on me, if she isn t ofl again ! 
Why, Giselle, Giselle, I say; can you never rest 
a moment ; have you no fear of the Wilis, alter 
what I have told you.— You shall not go to the 
fete at all, if you "go on in this manner ! 

Gis. {again stopping) Pardon me, dear Granny ; 
but I could not help it ; 1 have promised— Aloise 
expects me— only let me go this once ;— let me 
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only join the dance to-day, and, indeed, and, 
indeed, I will be very steady, and very serious 
ever after; now, my dear good Granny, Giselle 
will give you no cause to complain of her in 
future. 

Dame. Well, well, the Saints forgive me; the 
girl can persuade me to any thing — mind, only 
this time: — after to-day no more dancing, no 
more fetes ! — no more handsome young hunts- 
men ! Only the spinning-wheel, and the pastures. 

Gis. Certainly not; you consent then — there's 
a dear kind Granny ! — (kisses her) — I'll go at 
once. Father Christoph will bewailing, (aside.) 
And, Aloise, he — he — ah, he knows that I will 
come ! [Music. — Exit Giselle, joyfully. 

Dame. The madcap ! but who could be angrv 
with her: let me clear away the things, put 
by my wheel, and then for my duties in the dairy. 
Eh, mercy on me, women's work is never done. 

[Music. — Exit Dame, after putting things away. 



SCENE II. 
A Romantic View in the Mountains by Sunrise; 
on one side the Hunter s Cottage of Aloise; at 
the back a rude Wooden Bridge over a piece of 
running Water, which leads up by some shelving 
paths to the Hermit's Cave above, seen embo- 
somed in Trees in the distance, on the opposite 
side to that of the Hunters Hut. 

Music. — Enter on one side, Father Cristoph 
with a small basket. 
Father C. How great are man's desires — how 
small his real wants ; these simple herbs which 
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the fields yield me freely, will half make up the 
meal that cheers the day ; — I've gathered them 
while yet Heaven's dew was on them, for then 
they have most virtue; (a natural holy lymph) 
it strengthens, blesses, and give grace to them. — 
What maid is this, crossing my early path? 

( Music — Enter Giselle ; she kneels to the Hermit.) 

Father C. Giselle, my God-daughter; save 
thee! — Good, my child ! 

Gis. Your blessing, father. 

Father C. Thou hast it. — (blesses and raises 
her) — What brings thee out thus timely? — the 
lark has scarce sung matins, nor the sun risen to 
worship in the heavens. 

Gis. I would confess, my father. 

Father C. It is a sacred duty; — there's peace 
and comfort still in its observance; — we all are 
sinful. — Come with me to my cave, and there 
unload thy bosom and be pardoned : but stav — 
I have bethought me of a duty — 'tis for thy 
welfare. 

Gis. You are all goodness, father. 

Father C. Now, that our Prelate's solemn con- 
firmation absolves me from the father care— the 
heavy charge, which, in thy helpless infancy, I 
took upon me at the holy font, let me bestow 
on thee my promised gift, for still would 1 pre- 
serve thee. — Thou hast not forgotten it ? 

Gis, Oh, no; but my un worthiness made me 
scarce hope that you should still think of me. 

Father C. This sacred relic;— the sainted ro- 
sary of the Virgin Martyr;— our maidens guard 
and guide;— the blessed St. W alburg worn 
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next thy bosom, still with sovereign power will 
shield thee from each ill. or earthly or unearthly. 
Take it, my daughter, and with it, take my Bent- 
son never, whatever thy need, part from it ; 
and e'en in death, its virtues shall protect thee. 
— Promise me, daughter. 
Gis. I do, most solemnly. 

Father C. 'Tis well; — now to my cave, and 
there in owning them, absolve thee from thine 
errors, alike of thought and deed. — Come, my 
daughter. 

(Music — They depart over the Bridge, and ascend- 
ing the shelving paths, make their way to the 
Cave above, in which they disappear). 

Enter Hilar ion. 
Hil. What boots it that 1 take my forest 
rounds, to watch what lawless snares, those who 
would sport unfairly may have laid. — Fool ! fool! 
— I may protect my liege lord's deer from ruth- 
less spoilers; but what avails it if maiden beauty 
can be made the prey of secret snares. — Heedless 
Giselle ! Fd keep watch over thee in vain ; — 
this gay bold Hunter — this unknown Aloise; — 
since he has come so fatally amongst us, thou 
thinkest no more of the rough keeper; — thine eyes 
— thy ears — thy thoughts — are all for him. — 
Bred in the forest — companion with the wild 
boar, the chamois, I have no courtly phrase ; my 
garb and speech are simple, rude it may be, but 
they are honest. Why has fate sent this gallant 
here, to blight my joy. There stands his hut. — 
Ah! (seeing Peterkin enter from cottage) — the 
blockhead Peterkin — the hind that waits upon 
him; — I may gain some knowledge. 

c 
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Ptterkm. Yaw-aw ! I am but just up in time! 
An, (seetnff HilarionJ good morning, Master 
Keeper, looking after the poachers, eh '—How 
are ail your light-footed family?— You can't 
look too sharply-such rogues as there are about. 

Hd. You say right, friend Peterkin, there are 
indeed, despoilers, who lurk in secret to ensnare 
—destroy— who come from whence we know not 
.hough we well may guess for what !_a murrain' 
Jighl on such false knaves ! 

Peter. Hold there. Master Keeper, that's a 
flmg at iny master, I suppose; for certain, no- 
body knows much about him, but as he pays his 
way, I don't see what there is for any body to 
want to know ; he's shewn he's as generous as a 
prince, and he appears to be as rich as a lord • 
then he feasts me like an emperor, which just 
suits me, so /am satisfied. J 

ML I should not care, methinks, to eat the 
bread of one I knew not ; there needs no secrecy 
where there ,s nought to hide ; concealment a -' 
gues apprehension, and there should be no fear 
w here there's no guile. 

Peter. Why, what would you have ?-here lies 
the case, my n]ast er, Mister Aloise, suddenly n 
pears amongst us one sun-set, seemingly, X' 1 
hard day s chase, he is faint and faSgned I and 
asks hosp.tahty-he is charmed with 'the win 
H.ng reception of little Giselle- ' 

Hit. Ah, that fatal evening i 
. Peter. I offer him a truss of straw for the ni^ht 
n my uncle's old barn, which he very thank 
u ly accepts, and next morning is so m uch taken 
-J company, and my a| re eablT ma, , e " 
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that he determines to stay with us; accordingly, 
he buys the hut here of Old Karl, the Huntsman, 
which is luckily for sale; engages me to wait 
upon him — and very soon becomes a favourite 
with all the village — all but you — but you are a 
Game-keeper, and he's a Hunter, so its natural 
you should be suspicious of one another ; then he 
has cut you out with your sweetheart, the pretty 
Giselle. 

, Hil. The foul fiend meed him, for his treachery! 

Peter. It certainly is provoking to lose one's 
dear, especially as you had kept company kO 
long, and were regarded by all the village as 
troth-plighted; — but, lord! these things will 
happen to the best of us; you know how I was 
jilted, by that jade, Jutta ! 

Hil. (with a groan) I could have yielded her 
without a struggle, to any one I thought was 
worthy of her ; but to resign her to a strange 
adventurer — worthless, per chance ! 

Peter. Oh, then, you wouldn't mind, if you 
thought your rival was somebody worthy of little 
Giselle, eh? — somebody superior; well, then, 
make your mind easy, for between you and I, 
I more than half suspect, instead of a simple hun- 
ter, that my master is a great man incog. 

Hil. (aside ) Ha ! what suspicion darts across 
my mind — should he be some unprincipled 
seducer ! {aloud) Did I think that — 

Peter. I'd almost swear it; and I have such a 
friendship for you, Master Hilarion, that though 
I have no curiosity myself, yet to oblige you, 
and satisfy your doubts, hang me, if I don't try 
and find out the secret for you ; mind, I shall 
only try on your account, though ! — 
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Hil Do that, good Peterkin, and name what- 
e'er reward my means will compass. — (aside) 
Should my fears prove correct — were my heart 
but satisfied of this. 

Peter. Eh ! I don't look for any reward — if you 
like to give mc any thing, that's another matter ; 
— hark'ye, there's a small hunting wallet, my 
master, Air. Aloise, had slung by his side, the 
evening when he first appeared amcng us; I have 
never had an opportunity of examining it, he 
keeps it so snu^-, but I strongly suspect its con- 
tents would enabi. me to clear up the mystery, 
so while he's engaged with Giselle, by and bye, 
whip me, if 1 don't try to get a peep at it; and 
then I'll let you know all about it. 

Hil. Do that, and you will prove, indeed, my 
friend ! 

Peter. He'll be stirring soon, they always meet 
about this hour. 

Aloise. (within) Peterkin, Peterkin! (calling) 

Peter. Ah, there's his voice, he's up: 1 must 
leave you : — I'm sorry, but keep up your spirits, 
you may depend on Peterkin. — Coming, Sir! 

[Music. — Exit Peterkin. 

Hil. What dark thoughts are these that cross 
my mind : it must be as that babbler says, this 
cursed Aloise, is some abandoned profligate, who 
would in secret use his wealth to work Giselle's 
destruction ; what chance has a poor honest fool 
like me against such means ? — only detection can 
o'erthrow his plans ; she may not yet be lost! — 
I cannot think that she in heart is faithless; she's 
but awhile attracted by this stranger's May-ily 
garb, and holiday phrase; her fickle fancy is but 
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awhile allured. If I could prove him worthless, 
she still might be my own, as once she was; Pe- 
terkin said that they would meet here, shall I 
plav the- eve's dropper — my heart abhors it, but 
Vainst deceit like his, all means are lawful: I 
know each morn she visits the old Hermit there, 
a mere pretext, no doubt ; — yes, she must pass 
this hut to reach yon cave : — Ah, Peterkin spoke 
truly — she comes — they'll meet — I caonot fly, 
no, Pll learn all, although it break my heart — 
this friendly tree. 

[Music. — Conceals himself behind tree. 
Giselle enters from Cave above, down shelving 
path, and over Bridge to front of Stage, 
Gis. The good old Hermit ! — Have I told him 
all? I fear me not; the generous interest he takes 
in me should meet with more sincerity; spite of 
myself, my heart accuses me of falsehood to 
llilariou — but, psha ! I could not be his wife — a 
humble Game-keeper. And, then, Aloise — so 
noble in his look and bearing — who can he be ? 
— Why is he not as open with me, as 1 would be 
with him ? 1 will urge him ; he will tell me all. — 
Ah, he comes! 

Enter Aloise. 
Aloise. Giselle ! 

Gis. Aloise! You have been watching! I had 
not thought of meeting thee ; 1 have been to the 
good Hermit, to confession ; a sacred duty, and 
hasten now to join the vintagers. 

Aloise. But, not 'till I've availed myself of this 
blessed chance, love; the angels that still watch 
o'er ardent passion, yield us these moments for 
our happiness; we may not wisely slight them ; 
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let us then plight our vows — why turn aside — 
dost thou not love me? 

Gis. Oh, yes, too well, I fear, for peace. 

Aloise. Dost thou then doubt me ? 

Gis. I had a dream, Aloise; a frightful dream ! 
Oh, it has made me so, so wretched. 

Ahisc. (confused) Psha ! (aside) Can she sus- 
pect ? 

Gis. It was a morning dream, and such, they 
say, come true ; but you shall hear it : — I thought 
we wandered through the pleasant meadows, 
where still we rove at eve; our path Jay all 'mong 
flowers: — you spoke to me of Jove, and in that 
soft low voice, that still most deeply steals into 
the heart — when all at once, from out the roses, 
a deadly adder darted its forked fangs at me, and 
stung me — I shrieked — and turned to you for 
succour, but you were gone, Aloise, — had left me, 
had deserted me ! And, then, I thought I stood 
within our Castle's Chapel, the censers blazed — 
the incense streamed — the holy Monks chanted 
their heavenly strains — I stood among gay lords, 
and beauteous ladies!-— It was a princely wed- 
ding — The bride appeared covered with costly 
jewels — the Priest was waiting — there did but 
want the Bridegroom! — the trumpets gaily 
sounded — all made way, and he advanced— I 
gazed, as did the rest — who did I see! — oh, sight 
of agony — of horror! Great Heaven, Aloise! — 
How shall I tell it ?— glittering with gold, arrayed 
in silken vestments, with lordly plume, and 
knightly falchion, you stood before me— yes — 
you Aloise ! You were the bridegroom, that had, 
for the rich lady, deceived, betrayed Gis«Ue ! A 
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dizzying faiutness seized me, a sofiboating pang 
shot through my heart, and then — then, I awoke. 
Oh, Aloise, should this have beejr Heaven's warn- 
ing—should it be sent in mercy to herald the 
dark truth — 

Aloise. (disturbed J Foolish Giselle, you will 
not let an idle dream weigh 'gainst my love. 

Gis. Say it can never be ! — 'twould break my 
heart should you prove false to me. 

Aloise No,' no; I'm all thine !— by Heavens, I 
swear it ! 

Gis. You'll tell me whence you come, then ? — 
throw off the mystery which surrounds you. 

Aloise. Silly girl; but thou shalt have thy wish. 
A simple Hunter, as thou see'st, love ; my native 
place, Silicia ; 1 have a village home there, like 
thine own, to which I'll bear thee, when thou 
once art mine. I had resolved to roam, as fitting 
best my roving fancy, and my wandering for- 
tunes; but thou hast fixed me; 'twas this that 
brought me here — now, thou knowest all my 
story. 

Hit. (aside) Specious deceiver ! 
Gis. I will believe so :— thou wilt be true, then ? 
Afoise. ' Till death !— I do but wish to rest with 
love and thee— say, that thou wilt be mine. 
Gis. 1 will— 1 do ! 
Hil. (aside) Oh, agony ! 

Aloise. My own affianced— here kneel, and 
plight thy faith— swear, thou wilt be my own. 

Hil. (rushing out) I can restrain no longer — 
Villaiu ! (aloud) 

Gis. Hilarion ! — Frightful chance ! 

Aloise. (aside) 'Sdeath ! this madman here— 
(aloud) Insolent !— What would you, Keeper ? 
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Mil (aside) Let me restrain myself, (ahud) 
A fmple act of duty-I am a plain man Hun- 
ger • to all my life is known from my youth np- 

tt^^fitSS^a that thou 
would™ keep our knowledge of thee e.rcum- 
«ri£d-woSd'8t shroud the history of thy life! 
If tliat thy purpose here he honest avow thyself, 
live «s the means to know what thou hast been, 
fnd I what thou art-throw oft' the mask that h.des 

^liaise I do not know that I should answer 
tbee-f am no forest hind to own thy rule ; but, 
let I will -What if I would be loved, but for 
Welf alone, that 1 wonld owe nought to the 
pTt-elaim Lought from kin or weal h or rank, 
what, if I seek a love devoid of interest, ami 
such would have Giselle's. 

Hii. Equivocator! 

Aloise. Slave! 

Gis. Aloise,dear Aloise!— Htlanon- 

S^Vroof to suspicion, I scorn all explana. 
tion-be this the test of worth-dec.de, G.sel e 
between Aloise, though but a st ranger a „dt ns 
Hilarion, for years fanuhar-the known, and the 
unknown, so shall pure love be proved. 
Hit Let it be so! _ , 

Gis {casting dorvn her eyes) Thou hast my 
friendship-my regard, H.lanon ; but, Alo.se, 

has my love. . 
Aloise. Rapturous confession ! 
Hi It is enough, farewell ;-should I intrude 
onThee again, Giselle, 'twill be to wake thee from 
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thy dream.— Thou hast flung from thee a devoted 
heart; ay, for a stranger, an unknown— Hila- 
non will no more intrude. — Heaven grant, thou 
may'st not bitterly repent this perfidy—this 
broken faith— farewell ! (rushes off). 

Gis. Poor Hilarion— I think, he truly loves 
me, and I can almost pity — 

Aloise. iS urse not so dangerous a feeling, love, 
drive him from thy thoughts— let me bestow 
these bracelets on thee; At this day's vintage 
fete, I'd have thee truly shine its queen. 

Gis. How beautiful*!— dear Aloise, I'll think 
no more of this Hilarion, but I must haste to 
my companions, they will lie waiting for me— 
thou wilt join us at the fete, Aloise ? 

Aloise. Oh, yes, yes; I'll but pursue my morn- 
ing s sport— I do but chace the wild kid, love, 
for thee. 

Gis. We ll dance the waltz thou lovest — that 
I so love, it was in that thou said'st I first at- 
tracted thee. 

Aloise. Oh, yes; that maddening dance— how 
like a fairy's does thy graceful form twine in its 
rapturous, transporting boundings, there s har- 
mony in each entrancing movement. — Ah, when 
hand in hand, — heart joined with heart, — the 
stolen transporting kiss !— (during the last few 
words Aloise commences treading the Wili Wallz 
with Giselle, which they continue, until, by a 
particular movement, he is enabled to kiss her. ) 

Gis. Ah, traitor ! I must fly ! [Exit Giselle. 

Aloise. (calling) Giselle— Giselle! Bewitching, 
enchanting girl !— How little does slip think— 
what sacrifices do I not make for her— wealth, 

D 
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honor, rank— tbc world !~well lost—for oh! 
what sacrifice is there, her charms will not a 
thousand times repay ?— That foolish knave, Hi- 
larion— he must be guarded 'gainst ;— although 
from such a rival, theie is but little fear. 

[Music— Exits into cottage. 



SCENE III. 

Picturesque Landscape among the Vineyards— 
shouts without.— Enter Mr. Baillie Otto Von 
Fustenwig, followed by Male and Female Vin- 
tagers > tumultously. 

Bail. Silence, silence, rogues and hussies, and 
listen to me ; the last grape being gathered, and 
the last vine press filled, in pursuance of annual 
custom, and by virtue of my authority, as Baillie 
of Rosenbad and Landvogt, to our noble master, 
Duke Albert of Silesia and Thuringia, I, Otto 
Von Fustenwig, do hereby proclaim the vintage 
over, and grant you all free holiday. 

Owmes/Hurrah !— Long live Duke Albert!— 
long live the Baillie ! 

Bail. Silence, silence, 1 shall not live a bit the 
longer for all your bawling; let me conclude 
what I was saying — you have, therefore, my full 
permission to prepare for the vintage fete as 
soon as you like; you know, there's the Queen 
of the Vintage to be elected— though, 1 believe, 
that's pretty well fixed upon— Eh, lads and lasses? 
Omnes. Ay, Ay, Ay ! 
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Bad. The fete is to be held, as usual, under 
the trysrmg tree, in the valley, before the cottage 
of Dame Bertha; the festivities to commence at 
lioon, which, seeing the sun is within half an 
hour of his arrival at its meridian hotel, will not 
be long before it is here— so get on your best 
top knots, girls, and you, lads, put on your best 
holiday jackets as soon as you cau, or you'll have 
old Father Time getting before you. 

Omnes. Hurrah! 

Bail. But, talking of Dame Bertha, where is 
Oiselle, that she was not with you, when the last 
grape was gathered 1— they say it is unlucky to 
be absent then, that we don't have any good for- 
tune all the year afterwards ; i suppose she was 
chattering with that young stranger, the Hunter, 
Aloise ; Ever since that youn£ fellow has been 
amongst us, he has fairly turned the heads of all 
our young girls.— Eh ! here she is ! [Music. 

Enter Giselle. 

Gis. Now, maidens, here I am all ready. 

Bail. For nothing; just arrived in time to be 
too late !— Why, Giselle, you jade, how is this— 
the vintage finshed without you,— the grapes 
won't have half their flavour, hussy; do you for- 
get the coronation ? 

Gis. I was at confession, sir. 

Bail. Ah, with holy Father Aloise— eh, girl?— ■ 
who has, no doubt, granted you absolution for 
all your stray thoughts and stolen kisses— very 
pretty. By virtue of my authority, as Bailie and 
Landvogt, I don't know, but I ought to subject 
that young fellow to a strict examination— there 
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should be no strangers in Thunngia, that I am 

not intimately acquainted with. 

Gis Indeed, Mr. Baillie— Qmf > ni \* 
Bdl. Silence, maiden ; you must -*£J~" 

for lost time, now you are here, by putting your 

best foot foremost, for P«T* *J%j 

on the occasion, from the cellars ot the old 
castle. 

way when he's not wanted.-Eh, G.selle nay, 
ZZf blush, girl-I suppose, I must olhc.a rn>- 
self— mercy on me, what would the village no 
Shou^o Von Fusunwi^-why it would be 
lost-absolutelv lost 1-bless my soul, here they 
come; stand aside, rogues and huss.es your best 
bows and curtsies-Giselle, do you stand to re 
most to welcome these honored v.s.tors. [Music 

Enter the PRINCE OF CoURLAND, Pk,NC ^ 

Bathilde, Nobles, Ladies, Falconer^ and 
Attendants, in hunting dresses.— Giselle ana 
Omnes make their obeisance. 
Prince. 1 thank you, friends ;-your servant, 
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Mr. Bail tie — we come to claim the courtesy of 
your good forests here, and try what game your 
coverts have in keeping. 

Bail. Illustrious, sir, Noble Lords, and Ladies, 
we are too proud ; — by virtue of my authority, 
as landvogt to his Highness Duke Albert) I— 

Prince. True, true; the Noble Duke is not at 
present on his estate then, he is not now at his 
castle, or the Prince of Courland — 

Bail. Oh, your Highness ! — ten thousand par- 
dons. — Why don't you bow and curtsey, rogues 
and hussies! — It is true, our noble Master does 
not just now honour us with his presence, but he 
is daily expected, and by virtue — 

Prince. I know it was his intention to visit 
these domains, he left my court some time since 
for that purpose ; doubtless, he first has jour- 
neyed to Silesia, and there is tarrying in his pro- 
gress hither. — Thus far I have complied with 
your request, my daughter, in traversing the 
smiling plains and laughing vallies, the vine clad 
hills, and noble forests of your affianced lord, — 
Are you content ? 

Bath. Oh, yes, my father! — It is, indeed, a 
fair domain ; as princely as my Albert's self! 

Prince. It would have had more charms, it 
may be, had he been here, as was % our hope ; but 
you must bear the disappointment ; — 'twill be 
but temporary, you soon will meet, to part no 
more in life. 

Bath. Oh, my father ! — but you seem weary, 
noble sir. 

Prince. Yes ; \ am not the hardy hunter that 
I was — this glowing sky, though grateful, wel- 
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comes me, methinks, too warmly; and you , my 
child, whom love, this morning made ieei so 
eager for the chase, you too, appear o'erpowered. 

Bath. Rest will refresh me, sir. 

Prince. We'll halt then, 'till the heat of noon 
is past; our hunters can meanwhile pursue the 

chase. „ 

Bail. Here's an honour for us! Magnanimous, 
sir: illustrious lady, allow me, by virtue of my 
authority, to ofFer to your Highnesses the hospi- 
tality of the good castle of our noble master— 

Prince. Nay, nay, Baillie. we thank you for 
your courtesy, but we would fain escape from 
state awhile. The Princess, my daughter, would 
rather rest within the humble cottage of one ot 
these good villagers. 

Bath. Oh, yes; I would taste that peace, which 
is but to be found in the abodes of happy inno- 
cence and contented labour. 

Bail. But, your high Mightiness s— a proper 
collation— . - 

Bath. I shall but need a simple draught ot 
milk, some fresh culled grapes— 

Gis. If your Highness would condescend to 
honour our poor cottage— it is the nearest, noble 
Lady, my good old Grandmother will joy to wait 
upon you; and all we have — 

Bath. Charming girl! 'who could refuse ought 
offered with such winning grace and earnestness 
— vve'thankfully accept your invitation, maiden. 

Gis. Tisour vintage fete, high Lady; and if 
our simple sports may dare to claim your notice, 
perhaps, they may dispel the weariness of wait- 
ing, and speed the passing hour. 
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Bath. I love a village fete— 'twill be delightful ! 

Prince. It is arranged, then. 

Bail. ( aside) And, without my authority! 

Prince. We should reward so fair and courte- 
ous a hostess — doubtless, charming girl, there is 
some chosen youth ? 

Bail. Oh, yes, exalted sir; Giselle— her name's 
Giselle, your Highness -has had plenty of ad- 
mirers — even my authority — but my Vrou, Ma- 
dame Von Fustenwig— -however, certainly, no 
one in the village — 

Gis. Dear Mr. Baillie— 

■Bail. She will blush; but the truth must be 
told ; she was arrianced to a certain honest For- 
rester—but, mum !— here the poor fellow comes 
— the Gamekeeper, Hilarion, your Highness ; 
the liveliest varlet once— but, since he's had his 
nose put of joint, by young Aloise, the Hunter, 
he s grown so gloomy. 

Git. Mr. Baillie— your Worship — 
Bath. Is it so, maiden ? — I well can pity him 
—your leave, my Lords, (to Nobles, $c, who 
draw back— Music). 

Enter Hilarion. 

Hil. I heard the sounds of chase— ha ! these 
noble strangers ! 

Bail. His Highness, the Prince of Courland, 
Master Hilarion; By virtue ofmv authority, I 
have offered the freedom of our forests. 

Hil. They are gladly open to your Highness's 
disposal. 

Prince. I thank you, Keeper ; — you may then 
pursue your sport, my Lords.— When I've reco- 
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rered somewhat, my horn shall to my presence, 
summon you.- (to his Nobles, . 

Hil. Any assistance 1 can otter, noble sir , 
our coverts are well stocked. 

Prince. It is not needed ; my Nobles are keen 
sportsmen, they soon will course a deer , —away, 
my Lords, away-you will attend my signal. 

J [Exeunt Nobles and Suite. 

Hil (aside) Why does chance bring me thus, 
into the presence of Giselle ?-Let me away, (to 
Prince) If vcur Highness needs not my poor 
services, 1 would retire— your Nobles have your 

S,g PrLe. We will not stay you, Keeper, if 'tis 
your wish to leave.— A stricken deer, l <a ^:~ 

Gis. {timidly) You'll attend our fete, Hil*? 

rion 3 . . . ». . 

Hil To cast a gloom upon it ? A tete s no 
scene for me; I have no business where there s 
ioy and sunshine— (aside)— let me away, no 
matter where— I am on racks, 'till Peterkin re- 
solves my doubts. [Music. — Exit Hilarion. 

Bath." Poor fellow! 'twould seem you had 
been fickle, maiden; but passion will not be con- 
trolled—Alas ! that it should be so ! 

Gis. Indeed, your Highness, Master Hilarion s 
love was not my seeking; 1 had not seen Aloise, 
then. 

Bath. Aloise ! 

Bail. The young Hunter, 1 mentioned, your 
Highness, who's cut out that poor fellow— Lord, 
he°has'nt left him a bit of chance. 
Prince. Can this be, maiden— so fair, so cruel f 
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Gis. Aloise, has indeed, sworn faith to me, 
your Highness; and he is so handsome — so grace- 
ful — but your Highness will see him, and— and — 

Prince, (aside) The arrow has pierced deeply, 

Gis. {to Bathilde) When you see him at the 
fete, high Lady, behold hiin in the dance, you 
will admire him — as — as — I do — 

Bath. I do not doubt it, damsel ; — he must be 
worthy; — I well can sympathize, for I too am 
affianced (points to ring on finger ), and to one 
princely and gifted, as he is fond and faithful; 
accept this chain — wear it in memory of our loves 
(takes chain from her neck, and puts it round Gi- 
sille's). You must charge yourself with her for- 
tunes, my father; must guerdon the young Hun- 
ter, for this sweet maiden's sake. 

Prince. He shall not lack advancment; — but, 
I would rest — lead onward, maiden. 

Gis. This way your Highness — this way Lady 
— what honour for our humble cottage. 
[Music — Exit Giselle, conducting Prince 

Bathilde, and Attendants. 

Bail. Bless my soul! — they don't seem to pay- 
much attention to my authority — settling it all 
amongst themselves ; well, 1 must attend to my- 
self then, I suppose ; so by virtue of my office, 
as Landvogt — why, follow me, rogues and hus- 
sies ! — follow me — ahem ! — (Exit Baillie pom- 
pously, followed by Omnbs, tittering). 
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SCENE IV. 
Valleu and Village of Rosenbad- Mountains at 
' ftS covered with Vines On the lejto the 
Spectators^ the Cottage o/ Bertha. In the 
Mountains, on the right, is a winding road, lead- 
inn to an ancient Castle, on the summit of a 
Zk, the ancestral residence of the Dukes of 
Thuringia; the whole has a smiling ^dluxu- 
rient appear ance-the space opposite to Dame 
Bertha's cottage is arranged with seat*, #c, as 
if for a Fete. 

Munc— Enter Dame from Cottage. 
Dame. By the sounds of joy I heard just now 
the Vinta Jshould be over. -Where "Giselle 
!lV m sureshell be elected Queen l-Eh bless 
me! who are these coming this way with our 
Giselle ? — A Lneat lord and lady and the baillie, 
with the whole village at then- heeis!-Bless my 
soul !— and4 haven't got things half ready yet. 
Music —Enter Giselle ushering in Prince, Ba- 
tiwlde, fy. followed Baillie # Villagers. 
G is This wav, Lady ; this is our poor cottage, 
my Lord :-wh v, Granny, why don't you curtsey, 
his Highness the Prince of Courland, and her 
Serene Highness the Princess. 

Dame. Oh, mercy on me !— Oh, your High 
Mightinesses— I shall certainly die! 

Gis. They will honour our poor cottage with 
their presence, Grandmother will partake ot 
our humble fare. 

Dame, (aside) Mercy on me, and there s no- 
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thing but the bacon and the brown bread, and 
some of last year's sour cider.— What shall we do. 

Bath. What a charming scene; all looks inno- 
cence and loveliness. 

Bail. Your Highness is right ; we certainly are 
all innocence and loveliness here, thanks to my 
authority ; but would it please you, pause awhile, 
for I see our two best dancers approaching, the 
boast of all chese parts,-- Young Caspar and his 
Intended, that skittish baggage Lotta; no doubt 
they come with the vintage crown, to lav at the 
feet of the chosen Queen of the Vintage ; — I 
know she's selected— eh , Giselle ? Would it please 
you, I repeat, most Magnanimous, to witness 
the opening of our fete, before you retire to 
repose yourselves, and while you are resting, 
we can get the vintage feast "ready, and the 
rogues and jades will have got themselves 
dressed, to join in the general dance, that will 
wind up the day's festivities. 

Prince. With pleasure, Mr. Baillie:— be seated 
my child, we will witness the opening of these 
auspicious sports, and then recruit ourselves with 
timely rest, to crown, witlr our presence and 
participation, the termination of so joyful a 
solemnity. 

Bail. Your Highness is all condescension — 
Now, then, make way there, make way there, 
for the young bethrothed. — It will be your turn 
n^xt, Giselle. 

Music— Prince and Bathilde scat themselves 
under canopy, the Baillie taking his post by the 
side of the Prince ; and Giselle and Bertha 
by that of Bathilde, 
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THE VINTAGE FETE COMMENCES : 

Pas General and Buffo Pas by the Vtjfagm.wha 
retire on each side to make way for Caspar 
and Lotta, the betrothed of the Village;*^ 
enter in fete dresses, bearing a Crown of tloweis 
and Vine Leaves, which, kneeling, they present 
to GISELLE, in token that she is elected Queen 
of the Vintage; Baillie places U on her head, 
and leads her to seat of honour ; all the village 
pay homage; Caspar and Lotta then execute 
Characterestic Pas de Deux, terminating by a 
rapid Galoppe movement, at the close oj which, 
Lotta sinks exhausted into Caspar s arms, and 
is borne off by him. 

Prince, (rising) Enough, I thank you friends. 
—Anon, you shall resume your sports ;— now, 
child, to court repose. . 

Bath. Every thing breathes of peace and joy ; 
can it be possible sorrow should ever rind a rest- 
ing place in such a spot ? 

Gis. You will enter Lady.— Place the easy 
chair for his Highness, Grandmother ; — I fear 
your Ladyship will scarcely pardon our defici- 
encies, all is so homely, and you so used to every 

1U Pnwce. It will have, at least, the charm of 
noveltv, ... 

Gis." You are too good, sir.— Aloise will soon 
be here— how will he joy to see our cot thus 
honored;— to know that I am Queen !— twill 
lend his footsteps in the bounding dance fresli 
lightness — dear, dear, Aloise.— Your pardon, 
Lady— this way, Noble Sir;— hold the doer, 
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Granny.— Why is not Aloise here ? (Music— 
Exit Giselle into cottage conducting Prince and 
Batbilde.) 

Dame. I shall never live through the day! 

{Exit into cottage. 

Bail. Bless my soul ! — in spite of my authority, 
I feel rather insignificant here; by virtue of my 
office, I ought to have seen that his Highness 
was properly accommodated, and that her High- 
ness had all her illustrious wants adequately sup- 
plied ; but wherever that little Giselle is, she en- 
grosses every thing somehow, so I must content 
myself by exerting my authority here. — Ahem I 
Ahem ! — very well, indeed,— mow hang the gar- 
lands. 

Ham. They are hung, Mr. Baillie. 

Bail. True, true ; — wdl, place the seats. 

Hans. They are all placed, Mr. Baiiiie. 

Bail. Just so ; well then, as you seem to have 
done 'every thing that's wanted to be done, [ 
don't think I need order you to do any thing 
more ; so you have my authority to go smarten 
yourselves up, and bring the old Blind Harper 
here as fast as you can ; there's no doing any- 
thing without the Harper — a fete without a Min- 
strel, would be as lone as a girl without a lover. 

Hans, We'll go directly, Sir. Baillie. 

Bail. Aye, aye; I need not tell you to make 
haste on an occasion like this"; pleasure never has 
to give her orders twice — there, there, away with 
you. — (Music — Exeunt Villagers.) — What a 
set of light headed, light hearted, and light heeled 
rogues and hussies they are ; — but, where is this 
Aloise ? — Whenever, by virtue of my authority, 
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I have requested to see his passport, he has 
always shewn me the countenance of the Em- 
peror, which being in gold, I was obliged, of 
course, to let pass current, but that is no reason 
I shouldn't continue my inquiries, on the con- 
trary its the greater reason I should continue 
them— mum !— here comes the youth himself, in 
the very nick. 

Enter Aloise, his hunting dress is tastefully 
ornamented for the Fete. 

Aloise. 'Tis noon, the feteshould well nigh have 
commenced.— Where is Giselle— should they 
have crowned her Queen !— Eh ! the Baillie ! 

Bail. Ahem, Ahem !— Your servant, Master 
Aloise, we are well met; 1 was desiring your pre- 
sence ; I need not remind you, that by virtue 
of my authority, I represent in my own poor per- 
son, our Noble Master, his Highness Duke Albert. 
Aloise. He is honored in such a representative. 
Bail. Perhaps so, perhaps so; now, possessing 
his confidence, as I do, for, bless you, 1 am as in- 
timate with him as I am with you, and can make 
quite as free with him, as Ido with you; he might 
not, perhaps, be best pleased, that I have not 
before this, by virtue of my authority — 

Aloise. I have reason to know, Mr. Baillie, 
(giving money) that his Highness does not at all 
desire that my incognito should be interfered with. 

Bail. Have you ? — then, as 1 now have reason 
to know it too, (looking at money) it's quite a 
different thing. — The Duke's wishes are always 
laws to me, therefore— (sees Giselle coming) Ah ! 
the pretty Giselle '.—Perhaps, you may have 
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something to say to her, Master Aloise, so if you 
have any thing further to say to me — 

Aloise. Nothing more; (giving money) quite 
done now, Mr. Baillie. 

Bail, (pocketing Money) Oh, very well, then as 
you have quite done — HI go, 1 won't intrude 
another moment — my authority may be wanted 
to command the old Harper.— What would the 
village do without Baillie Otto Von Fustenwig ! 

[Exit Baillie. 

Music — Enter Giselle, who has appeared at door 
of Cottage during the last two speeches. 
Gis. I have left our Noble Guests reposing. — 
My Grandmother is in attendance. — Where is 
Aloise ? Ah ! dear Aloise ! (sees him) such a sur- 
prise ! 

Aloise. What mean you, dear Giselle ? — Your 
coronation ? — for I see you are the Queen. 

Gis. Nay, nay; it is not that — but, I must not 
tell you ; joy is ever most welcome when it comes 
unexpected. 

Alois. What mighty mystery — 

Gis. You shall not coax it from me ! 

Aloise. Nay, love — 

Gis. I cannot dance and tell you; so come, 
dear Aloise, while there are none to see us — our 
favourite waltz, (playfully begins to waltz with 
Aloise, he half univilling). 

Enter Hilarion, followed by Peterkin, who is 
endeavouring to restrain him ; he holds in his hand 
a Mantle, with a Star, and a rich Dagger, sus- 
pended to a Chain. 

Peter. Nay, Master Hilarion — good Master 
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Keeper, this aint fair, I didn't shew you these for 
vou to bring them here and blab it out. 

Ml Restrain me not, good fellow !— Giselle . 

Giselle! 5 
Gis. What means this haste— this outcry ? 
Aloise. (aside) Confusion '.—those tell tale bau- 
bles— curse on the prying knave!— but I must 

brave it out. , . 

Peter, (aside) My master her , Oh, Lord !— 
I'll sneak off;— this hot headed Gamekeeper will 
ruin all. B lE*it Peterkin. 

Hil. Hold, Giselle I—avoid that man; fly him 
as you would the wild wolf of our mountain 
haunts! 

Gis. Are you mad, Hilanon r 

Hil. I am not, though I well might be so ; 1 
come to warn you— fly from that traitor— ue s 
an imposter— a deceiver ! 

Aloise. Base menial '.—this to me?— beware ! 

Hil. I care not, 1 will speak— 1 will unmask 
vou • vou who leave the lordly tower, the courtly 
liall', and seek our humble vallies, our peaceful 
cottages, to allure, and to betray.— This simple 
Hunter, as you deem him, who woos your love— 
this false Aloise, Giselle, is one, who ne er can 
wed you '.—Withheld by the pride of birth, the 
ties of rank, and power— he would but win you, 
to dishonour, to destroy you. 

Gis. Calumniator ! this is unworthy— 
Hil- Nay, I have proofs— look at this lordly 
mantle, this courtly star— he is no lowly Hunter, 
but one of those false Nobles, whose glory is the 
ruin of our maidens! 

Gis. I'll not believe it— Aloise ; is honor s selt 
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hTrlS^rK , A ' oi f- re P e " ** falsehood- 

JHBbSS Ck UP °" it$ recreant auth °r ! 

Jftl. He dares not, cannot ! 

Aloise. Believe him not, Giselle I— I swear 

U TkneTr" thine - thi - own AtoZTT 
Crw. I knew it— was assured of it.— Yes dear 
Aloise, I will believe vou 

Ah^tl 1 ^ nA I Si ° n ! ~ h °^ Ca " 1 convince «er ?_ 
mav betrL St t r ^s~Counly as himself, they 

wdY hH„ r u kn ° W ed « e of him > »y horn 

will bring them here— 'twas to be the sienal 

srr sounds "° rn ' u * ?s 

i^SS^ 1 * ^»up,a„don. y 

Sv ff Li e tfT'' im) Nay ' ™y'j™^»" not 
ny, ll ere are those coming, will pr0V e alike 

your falsehood, and my truth I P 

spe11fof/ fl amVr' Sdeath J 5 Wh0 are these *• 
speaKS ot ! — am 1 discovered ? 

Gis. What means all this ?-What horrid trea- 
son is , tj I torebode ? 

E tZ^ h 1 « CE Und BATHII 'DE,/rom Collage JoU 
lowed by Bertha, $c.;-Noblcs, appear in the 
distance at baek, and make their waytoJrorU 
Prince. What alarm is this > 

iosf ?S,i;Se) T " e Prioce - Bathi,de ! - rm 

i S tSy u P t e i dea, ' Aloise - T,,i ^-ciousLady, 

JBl The Courtiers come.— My Lords, your 
Highness, you should have an acquaintance here' 
■ore meet companion for you, than are our low! 
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Aloise). D , Alb t 0 f Thu- 

JS££ES d^wiS means, your 
bosom's Lord -.-Yes, my affianced 

A XU. Duke Albert ? (all bow). 

ML (aside) Ah ! the Margrave !-but I have 

done my duty! Have I heard 

Dame. My poor lost child '. -Have 

faZon L rvkJtL discovery 

^ tL traitor bridegroom!— 1 see it all ! — 

r i nrt .,r i frizes rfar/ger w/«c/i Hilarion 

%£Sh*> her breast, but is prevented by DaMB 

13ERTHA, tyc.) . 
/>«»(« What would you do, rash gnl. 
Gfe know not wLt_my senses wander 
from.ne.-You do not speak, Afcw^-J-JjJ 

and all "J*"™*^ 
piness were built upon deceit '-f ' 1 ^" 1 °£ 
flattery-bought by glittering baubles, (tears off 
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bracelets, $c. 9 and casts them from her. J — Where 
was my pride ?— Oh, agony ! — No more the dance ! 
no — no — [Wili Waltz heard without; she makes a 
sudden slop and listens intently.) Ah ! they come! 
— 'tis my companions ; — I hear the minstrel ! 
Enter Baillie, Harper, and Male and Female 
Vintagers in holiday dresses, bearing emble- 
matical Baskets of Grapes ; Thyrsises enter- 
twined with Vine Leaves; Banner, surmounted 
with a Golden Bacchus bestriding a Tun, $c. — 
Baillie is about to speak, but on a sign from 
the Prince is silent. Villagers all regard 
Giselle, with astonishment. — A sudden idea 
seems to flash across the mind of Giselle. 
Gis. That is the strain I loved ;— the waltz I 
danced to; — the fatal Wili waltz; — once more 
I'll tread its steps, (begins to dance, at first slowly 
and solemnly, but encreasing in rapidity as she 
proceeds) . 

Dame. Giselle, child ! — stay her, in pity, stay 
her ! [A loise advancing to her. 

Gis. {shrinking from him) Touch me not trai- 
tor ! — rob me not of this last poor pleasure. 

[Continues dancing. 

Dame. My poor, lost child ! — Her strength 
will yield — Giselle, Giselle ! 

Gis. (becoming exausted, after dancing wildly for 
some time) Ah ! my steps faulter — my limbs grow 
faint — I choke — I — (sinks, and falls into the arms 
of Aloise.— The Prince, Bathilde, Hilarion, 
Baillie, Dame Bertha, and Villagers, group 
round her, and form Tableau,)— Drop falls for— 

END OF FIRST ACT. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I. 

Borders of the Wili Lake, among the. Mountains, 
near the Highroad; a wild and I gloomy scene.--- 
Tufts of Aquatic Plants skirt the Lake, which is 
overhung by Cypress and W illow Trees ; ^Rose- 
mary, and other Tries and Shrubs, with Floivers 
fringe the. Mountain sides at the different wings. — 
It is Night ; the Moon shines dimly ; her beams 
faintly and tremulously reflected on the Bosom of 
the Lake.— A misty* dreaminess seems to over- 
spread the whole spot. 

Music— Enter Petekkix, Hans, and Vintagers. 

Peter, {half intoxicated) Steady, boys, steady ; 
we are not home jet, you know; — we've had 3 
fatiguing day of" it— an eventful day.— What 
with the young- Hunter, Aloise, turning out to 
be our master, the Duke; thanks to thai obstinate 
fellow, Hilarion, who has lost me my place, by 
the bye; and poor Giselle dying- of grief and 
dancing. — 

Hans. Ah, poor Giselle she could not survive 
the shock of the discovery, that he, she loved, 
had deceived her; her wounded pride could not 
endure the consciousness that he intended to be- 
tray her ; that fate had placed between them an 
insurmountable barrier to their union. Well 
might reason forsake her — her death was mercy. 

Peter, So I thought, Master Hans, and that it 
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was, made me determine not to give up bavin** 
my share of the wine, the Baillie gave us for the 
fete.— -It was very proper for the girls to give up 
their holiday,— they could not have any heart 
«>r dancing, after what had occurred; but it was 
a different thing with us men— we should have 
been very wrong to have given up our wine, so 
dull as we were.— Poor Giselle ! her death was 
an additional reason for our drinking-^-the wine 
served to drown our sorrow. 

Hans. If one may judge of the extent of your 
grief Friend Peterkin, by the quantity of liquor 
you drank, you must have been more affected 
than any one in the village. 

Peter. I was more affected — I am more affected 
—(staggers)— Voor Giselle! I only wish I had 
another cup here now, to keep up my spirits ! 

Hans. You have had quite enough ;— so have 
We all, for that matter; but, as. you say, we 
needed something.— It has been a melancholy 
vintage fete. — I have just heard that young Lotta, 
Caspar s betrothed, is lost to us, too ;— overheated 
herself in the dance.— Both Caspar and Hilarion 
are well nigh destraught at their bereavement; so 
sudden — so blighting to t|ieir hopes.— Well 
might they stay away from our revels;— they 
could have no spirits — but talking of spirits we 
shall have midnight here in a few minutes, and I 
care not to be overtaken at midnight in such a 
place as this. 

Peter. W hy not ? 

Hans. Why not, blockhead !— do you forget 
that the borders of this lake have long been the 
favorite resort of the Wilis?— this hollow and the 
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witch wood, are their principal ball rooms, as it 
were, so if you don't want to be a partner with 
them, I'd advise you, friends, to get to your se- 
veral cottages as fast as your legs can carry 

*° Vintagers. Ay ! ay ! Hans is right !— let's be 
off! 

Peter. Psha ! what are you frightened at ! — I 
shan't hurry myself. 

(A distant Convent bell is heard sounding the 
midnight hour.) 

Hans. Eh ! there's the bell striking twelve!— 
'tis midnight!— let's away, friends !— if once we 
fall into the hands of these terrible Wilis, no- 
thing can save us from their fatal fascination — 
O Lord !— St. Walburg protect us. 
[Exeunt Hans and Villagers hastily , frightened off 

by fatuous fires, which issue from the bosom of 

the lake. 

Peter. Striking twelve! one would think it 
was striking them, by their all taking to their 
heels in such a plaguy hurry, the cowards !— I 
can't think what there is to be frightened at, 
though this is rather a gloomy sort of a place, 
certainly;— for my part, I don't believe there's 
any such beings, as Wilis.— Its very true, a few 
foolish fellows have been found drowned, now 
and then, in this lake; but then it's always been 
when they've been returning from a merry mak- 
ing, and couldn't walk very steadily ;— [staggers] 
wanted a little more liquor.— I wish I'd another 
cup of wine 1— I've never seen these Wilis ; — I 
almost wish I could see them, they say they are 
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so beautiful, — so seducing! — I'd take care they 
shouldn't seduce me, though I am very tender 
hearted. — Why, lord, they are only the spirits of 
girls, and how any man of spirit — (spherical 
Music is heard) — Hallo ! — what's that ? — they're 
coming, and I'd best be going. — What's the 
matter with my legs? — why, hang me, if I feel 
scarcely able to budge, — Oh, lord, I seem pinned 
to the place ! — Mercy on me, if they should see 
me, I'm lost ! — How can I hide myself? — here's 
these bushes, I can see all that's going on here, 
and not be seen : that will be just the thing ! — 
Bless my soul, 1 don't feel half as courageous as I 
did ! — I'm getting quite sober !• — Oh, the Virgin ! 
— what's that rising from the lake ? — If 1 had 
but a cup of wine now, or had but gone with 
Hans!— Mum! 

(Peterkin tremulously conceals himself behind 
bushes on one side.) 

Fantastic Music. — A Tuft of Water Lilies rises 
from the Lake, which, unclosing, discovers Myr- 
tha, the Queen of the Wilis ; she steps gracefully 
on the Bank ; as she emerges from the Flowers, a 
brilliant light spreads over the whole Scene; the 
Moon becomes clear, its silvery beams are beau- 
tifully mirrored on the Lake; Myrtha .is pale 
and spirit like ; she is arrayed in robes of transpa- 
rent whiteness; gossamar wings spring from her 
shoulders; a brilliant crown is on her head; 
a sparkling girdle encircles her waist, and her 
fingers are adorned with rings of precious stones; 
she holds i?t her hand, as her ivund and sceptre, 
a Rosemary Branch, which glitters with all the 
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refulgence of the Emerald ; she lightly skirts the 
Stage on either side, then gracefully advances to 
the front. 

Queen. Night brings the hour, when I at will on earth 
May tread the flowry sward, skim the broad lake, 
And fly from bough to bough, on buoyant wing, 
Tasting those joys, which only Wilis know. 
Quick! let mc summon my attendant subjects; — 
Young Brides of Death, decked in their marriage garments, 
Here can they gratify that ardent passion 
Fo. the exulting dance, which, through their lives, 
Inspired their hearts, and dwells with them in death. 
Come, subject sisters; come from clustering roses ; 
From beds of lilies; tufts of wild flowers— come ! 
'Tis your queen calls. Wilis, appear ! appear! 
Obey the summons of this mystic branch, 
Plucked from the Rosemary— that sad sweet tree, 
Whose fragrant sigh is still breathed o'er the dead. 

Clusters of Flowers unclose, as Myrtiia touches 
them with the Amarynthine Branch ; Lotta and 
Wilis issue from them; kneel, and pay homage; 
they are in their Bridal Dresses ; and also have 
•wings on their shoulders, Chaplets of Orange 
Flowers on their heads, and glittering rings on 
their fingers; like Myrtha too, they are pale, but 
young and beautiful. 

Queen. Rise, sisters; joy and peace to this fair meeting, 
But chiefly, joy and peace, to thee, sweet Lotta : 
Thou latest,— youngest,— of my subject band, 
Whose spirit came, uncalled, to join our revels, 
Urged, by the bounding dance, thy life and death. 
Peter, (aside) Hang me, if it isn't Caspar's 
Lotta, and she's a Will ! — then it's all true ! 
(Lotta pays homage to the Queen ) 
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Queen. Awhile weave round your Queen the dance you lore, 
Like elves in the soft moonlight, then to our duties. 
Trip, young affianced ones, Dancers of the Night, 
With features fair as snow, and fresh in youth, 
Resistless smiles, and all alluring steps; so shall your 
- zeal be shown. 

Music.— BAL FANTASTIQUE! 
Which it opened with wild Alamande by Lotta, she 
is followed by Moyna, who dunces fanciful Pas 
Odalisque, she is succeeded by Zulme, who exe- 
cutes Bayadere Pas.— This is followed by quick 
*%? Dance * f rom Romarina; then succeeds 
a Mazy Waltz by Ignitia, concluding with 
Bizarre Minuet by Phosphora and Lucidb.— 
-AU the Wilis then pay homage to the Queen. - 

Queen t Enough, now for the business of the Sight: 
Rejoice ! 'twill bring to join us a new sister, 
The young Giselle, so late the village pride ! 

Lotta and Wilis express their delight. 

Your zeal inspires me, but we must use caution : 
From her lone cottage, where she lies entrane'd, 
We must invoke her— she's not yet all ours.— 
Though her wild passion for the mazy dance 
Has yielded her to temporary death, 
She yet may 'scape us— this must be prevented,— 
If once she lures a victim to the Demons, 
Whose power we own, no charm can snatch her from us: 
To that we must impel her— hence !— But, stay 5 
First skirt the highway's side, that your light forms 
And winning airs may lure, to our charm'd circle, 
The wandering traveller, and belated peasant, 
Should such there be abroad at this lone hour. 
If once they meet your mystic invitations, 
G 



GISELLE. 



They cannot flv, but in the giddy dance 
Most join, 'till tbey fall victim to the Demon ; 
Our safety claims an offering-ply your arte then : 
Our annual tribute lacks two of its number- 
Trip, Dancers of the Night, allure stray mortals ! 

Peter, (aside) Ob, Lord ! 
Lotta and Wilis advance on each side, making motions 
of invitation : on a sudden footsteps are heard without. 
—Wilis draw cautiously back- Casf 'tenters melan- 
choly and unconscious ; he stops in the middle of the 
stage, and sighs deeply. 

Peter, (aside) Hans me! if it isn't young 
Caspar '—What a fool"!— he'll be lost to a cer- 
tainty !— There's that Jezebel, Lotta, approach- 
ing to ensnare him— he'll be soused into the lake, 
for all the world like a toast in a tankard — 
Mercy on me ! 

On a motion from Myrtha, Lotta advances to Caspar, 
he is bewildered at her presence, she begins to allure 
him with her dancing, unknowing what he does, he 
joins madly with her; she draws him to her Compa- 
nions, they whirl him wildly in a rapid Galoppejrom 
one to the other,' till distracted and exhausted he be- . 
comet ware of his danger and attempts to fly, but 
they form a large circle round him. which they keep 
lessening till they completely hem him in; giddy and 
enfeebled, his knees sink, his eyes close, but he still 
dances on with supernatural energy, 'till he falls into 
the arms of Lotta, it ho consigns him to Moyna, and she 
to the others, 'till at length he is precipitated by them 
into the lake and perishes. 

Peter, (aside) There, I said so; poor fellow ! 
its all over with him '—Oh, the witches !— dear 
me ! dear me ! 1 wish I was safe at home again ! 
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Lotta and Wilis exult at the fate of their Victim ; 
they recommence their allurements. — On a signal 
from the Queen, the bushes behind which Pe- 
terkin is hid, unfold, and disclose him; Myr- 
tha makes another signal; Wilis advance in a. 
line from lake towards Peterkin, smiling on 
him, and dancing with a blandishing movement. 
Peter, (aside) I'm lost!— It's my turn next !— 
I shall be the other victim !— Oh, that I couldn't 
dance! — (to WlLISj — I can't dance! — i can't 
dance ! — ( He advances involuntarily to Lotta, 
who after whirling him around with a Waltz-like 
step, passes him to the second WlLl, who repeats 
the same movement, and consigns him to a third 
Wili ; he becomes faint and giddy ; they rapidly 
hurry him from one to another toward the Lake; 
just at the moment they are about to precipitate him 
into it, a lurid red flame appears on the surface of 
it — Peterkin, in an agony of terror, suddenly 
breaks from them and ejaculates) — Holy Saint 
Walburg, save me ! save me ! 

At the sacred name of St. Walburg, a loud clap of thun- 
der is heard; Wilis shrink back terrified, and Peter- 
kin hastily makes his escape, half dead with faintness 
and terror. 

Queeii. (angrily.) 
He lias escaped us, heedless as you were ! 
Cur powerful enemy, St. Walburg, Wilis, 
Again has snatched a victim from our snares ! 
'Tis meet we add a Sister to our number, 
With more attraction! — seek we then, Giselle : — 
She waits our summons— to her cottage — come ! 

[Music — Exeunt Myrtha, Lotta, and Wilis* 

mysU't iously, and ivilh a gliding movement. 
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SCENE I L 



Interior of Dame Bertha's Cottage.-r-Enter from 
an inner Chamber, on one side, HiLARiON, 
leading in Dame Bertha. [Music, 

Hil. Nay, good dame, 1 can no longer suffer 
you to yield this sad indulgence to your sorrow ; 
— the sight of her you loved so tenderly, your 
only hope and joy on earth, now pale ami lifeless, 
does but renew your anguish ; — you n«asd repose; 
let me persuade you, Dame, to seek your cham- 
ber for awhile — I will keep watch ,--you know 
how truly I was attached to poor Giselle in life, 
and may well believe, I will prove faithful to che 
last; her hapless fate has rooted from my heart 
all feelings of un kindness and resentment; I now 
can but remember her beauty and my love. 

Dame. Poor child ; she knew not the depth of 
your affection, good Hilarion, or she might bet- 
ter have requited it. 

Hil. The blame rests not on her, she could not 
resist allurements but too powerful; but her 
heart was pure, good dame, her faith unstained, 
'twas but her senses were awhile estranged. Let 
me persuade you to retire ; I will keep watch 
here 'till the morning ; you must enter that cham- 
ber of death no more to-night. Giselle had no 
one in life that more truly, more tenderly loved 
her ; and she can have no one now that will more 
faithfully watch o'er and guard her cold re- 
mains — though guard she needs not, for all good 
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/W. Alack! alack I she was my aire's star I 
the only , Ie that Heaven had left me, when h^ 

CTnow' fr0m «^hat business 

nave 1 now on earth ? 

Hil. Take comfort ! 
Jt&jA We " !?? P° or ejes need rest ; 

all my hopes, n her-I now am purposeTe™ P 
Dame. That it should be so^-There is the 
lamp-good right. (JT.«*._Dame ««£ „ 

Iht. {looking towards the room in which Giselle 
ulyvng) How pale and beautiful she Tooifs^n 
death ;-how hke a spirit with her spotless earb 
and chaplet of white lilies on her brow f> Tndyet 
so saintly-she well might seem St. WalbuS' 
whose rosary she wears around her neck, n£cS 

re'tireS 6 1 WW?', ?~> *«JSfiK 
tomb hides her for ever from my eves ! (advances 
to the door opens it and starts WUWfcffl 
see ! -Mother of Heaven, she moves !-Has life 

7 r d ? rr : StiU tbatfixed eye, as though 
she breathed not!-Is it her spirit ?-WhaMs 
this apprehension that comes o'er me '—Dead „ 
•J.v* G.selle should have no terrors, shJuW 
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inspire no fear — she comes this way— let me ob- 
serve her; — I feel an icy coldness stealing through 
mv veins — I have no power to speak to her. 

Enter Giselle from apartment on one side ; she is 
simply dressed in white, her crossed hands folded 
on her breast, her low) hair hanging loosely over 
her shoulders; the Rosary of tit. Walbury sus- 
pended round her neck, and restiny on her Losorn; 
a Chaplet of White Lilies is on her head, her 
countenance is pale, and her look fixed; she ad- 
vances with a slow and solemn step, the movement 
being scarcely perceptible ; when she yets to the 
centre of the stage, she stops, breathes a deep 
sigh, slowly unfolds her arms, and appears to be 
recalling to her memory all that has passed. 

Hil. Amazement ! — can this be but a trance — 
shall I endeavour to arouse her ? — 1 dare not — 
and could I if I would ? — Ah ! she thinks she is 
with Aloise ! 

Giselle seems to express her pleasure at seeing some 
one; she turns her head away as ij something was 
being said to her she ought not to hear ; ajter a 
moment, she hastily moves, and seems as if she 
would raise some one she imagines is kneeling to 
her; she then presses her rosary to her lips, and 
raises her eyes upwards, as if appealing to Heaven, 
then extends her hand, as if offering it to some one. 

Hil Does this Aloise pursue her e'en in death ? 
Must his false addresses be offered to her even in 
the tomb ? — how lightly did he keep the faith 
he pledged with her to Heaven — wretched Hila- 
rion!— she thinks not of me— no, I am disre- 
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garded even as in life :-ha ! she would dance- 
that fatal dance ! -does its spirit stilliive within 
the heart that can no longer beat— that coid in* 
animate heart ! 

Giselle slowly treads some of the movements of the 
Javourite dance of her life; all of a sudden she starts, 
and ?cems to repulse some one with horror; she then 
draws from her bosom a faded rose, which she casts 
indignantly from her. 

Hil. She remembers his treachery; 'tis the 
rose he gave her at their first meeting-blighted 
like her hopes ;-she casts it from her-virtue 
still lives, e en though all else be dead.— What 
do I see !-ob, joy ! joy !-she kisses the ring I 
gave her— she remembers my affection, she would 
reward [ it,— that shudder !-Ah! 'tis the memory 
ot her fate that darts across her.— The tomb re- 

£ lif ^ bidS fareWe11 to a11 she ,ove d 

G h?rlL af »! I 1 " 11 ' ^-r^ the ?»8 Of HlLARION to 

ner tips, as described, goes round the apartment, and 
seems to take a last farewell of the various familiar 
objects it contains :-the old spinning-wheel, the Ma- 
donna, $c. tfc.-she sees the wreath of wild flowers and 
vine leaves, with which she was crowned Queen of the 
y f ' lta p, it « suspended against the wall, with stream- 
ers of black and white ribbon, emblematical of the 
death and purity of its wearer; she regards it affec- 
in nately, as if recalling to her the memory of the fete 
and her former simple joys; she then looks up to the 
apartment into which Dame Bertha entered, and ap- 
pears to bless her, she weeps, but becoming more com- 
posed, again kisses her rosary, and seems to resign 
herself to her destiny. -With a solemn step she a V . 
proaches the table, on lohich is placed the lamp, which 
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she slowly extinguishes— stage becomes dark— she 
crosses her hands on her breast, and is again returning 
to the chamber from which she had entered, when Sphe- 
rical Music is heard— she suddenly stops and listens— 
the door flies open. 

Hil. {concealing himself) Gracious Powers!-— 
what phantasy is this ? 

A blue silvery light spreads over the whole apartment.— 
Myrtha appears at the door of the Cottage— she 
enters— waves her Rosemary Branch; Lotta and 
Wilis appear, and enter through the windows, %c, 
which fly open — Gisblle shudders, and is returning, 
when the Queen presents the branch to her— her hand 
falls from the Rosary— she kneels, and pays homage 
'to Myrtha.— Lotta and Wilis gather round, and 
salute her.— Touching her Rosary, she again shrinks, 
but at the waving of the Mystic Branch, she is 
again restrained.— Lotta and Wilis begin to dance, 
to allure her— again she shrinks, but again owns the 
power of the branch, and involuntarily joins them.— 
JVIyrtha invites her to follow them; at every step the 
virtue of the Rosary inclines her to retreat, but the 
power of the branch impels her forward, and at length 
she unwillingly follows their footstevs and quits the 
Cottage, taking a melancholy farewell of it as she goes. 

HU. Gracious Heavens! 'tis the phantom Night 
Dancers ! the fatal Wilis '.—She is lost !— Bertha ! 

Dame !— awake, awake ! — they have borne her 

off i— your child— your Giselle !— she is lost ! 

Dame, (entering hastily downstairs) Mercy on 
me, what alarm is this ?— speak, good Hilarion. 

Hil She is lost, good mother !— they have 
borne her off!— Giselle, Giselle ! 

Dame. Ah ! Giselle ? 

HU. Giselle, Dame— haste, arouse the village ! 
those fatal spirits— the fearful Dancers of the 
Night ! 
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Dame. Holy St. Walburg !-.then my fears 
were not unfounded. 

Hil. She yet may be preserved ;— dead or alive 
I will risk all to snatch her from the power of 
those fell phantoms : — this way— this way ! 

Dame. Alack ! Alack ! that I should ever live 
to see tins night !— my poor lost child. 

[Exeunt Ambo. 



SCENE III. 

Gothic Oriel, in the Castle of Duke Albert. 
Music— Enter Albert in rich dress, leading in 
Bathilde. 

Albert. Forgive me, dear Bathilde, that for a 
moment I forgot the duty, the affection, that I 
owed you; that in your absence my fickle 
fancy nurtured a thought injurious to my plighted 
troth, my knightly honour,— a life's devotion 
shall repay my short lived falsehood— say but 
you pardon. 

Bath. The Prince, my Lord, has pardoned 
you;— I should be less relenting— but former 
tenderness— this poor girl's fate, leaves me no 
power to nourish angry thoughts— you are for- 
given. 

Albert. I have not deserved this generosity, 

Bathilde; but it sinks deeply into my heart 

some demon, envious of my peace, it was, that 
cast the fatal fascination o'er me— how dearly 

II 
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expiated,— with death, by one— and by the 
other with shame, and deep remorse.— Why did 
I ever quit you ?— but, we will part no more. 

Bath. Giselle had charms that might well have 
shaken a more devoted faith— poor girl ! I needs 
must pity her. 

Albert. I will have masses said for her repose— 
I have sent for the good hermit Father Christoph. 
— Ah, he is here. 

Music— Enter Father Christoph. 
Father C I come, your Grace, obedient to 
your summons. 

Albert. Welcome, good Father; you ve doubt- 
less learnt the melancholy fate — 

Father C. Of poor Giselle!— my luckless God - 
daughter — I have, your Grace— I leaven's will be 
d on e ; [Petkkkin, without. 

My Lord, mv Lord— where is the Duke ? 
Albert. W hat interruption's this ? 1 hat block- 
head, Peterkin ! 

Music— Enter Peterkin, half breathless. 

Peter. Oh, my Lord, my Lord ! 

Albert. Now, babbler— why this outcry ? 

Peter. 1 have seen them, my Lord ! 

Albert. Seen who?— Speak! 

Peter. The Night Dancers ; the Wilis, my Lord, 
that jade Lotta!— they have nearly whirled the 
breath out of my body— poor Caspar— he s tood 
for fishes, safe enough. . 

Father C. The Saints protect us !— can tins be 

tTU peter. Poor Giselle '.—What her old Grand- 
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mother said ,v as right; she'll dearly pay f OP 
her love of dancing .-tUcy | iave got Lottaf and 
4,1 7 ?S S °u e f ° r her ; 1 heard them say o 
wofk ! ' h ° rr0r! and lhis h * s been W 

Jfi**^ ^ 1,ank St W ^burg for gettin- 
safely out of their clutches, or it° would have 
been all over with me as well as Caspar.-such a 

Tr l^" 1 ^ ^n^"^ be " itc '4, diaboJicat 
crea ires If Father Christoph here don't save 

^«^er C. This news alarms me : though sinful 
men may ff> and doubt V s nf u I 

phantoms have strong power But s ll f 
Heaven allows them, in £ wisdom L uLet 
purposes, to snare mankind, it does not all 
desert their hapless victim. Akhougirneglec? of 

vain and fickle pleasures, has given unholy 
being, power over this poor girl, we need not v /t 
despair : she bears about her a most potent rehc 
-the rosary of good St. Walburg; while he 
keeps that and only by her own frte will can it 
be taken from her), there yet is ho P e,l t |e 

SsSjt 7 s rec,aim ,,er : ™ s chance -2 

40vrf. Oh kt us fly ! . Half my broad lands 
I freely will bestow on Holy Chn4 to win her 
grace,~.,„sure her future peace 

thSt"* 0, ® aint WaIbur ^ dreaded most by 
these lost spirits, will kindly aid us :-there stiH 

is hope, unless indeed she yfelds herself t ^ the 
victim falls; then she indeed is lost; Heaven 
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lias no further part in her, nor mass nor relio 
can ward her from destruction, or snatch her 
from the eternal ruin that awaits her. 

Albert. Fearful extremity. Oh, holy Father, 
for pity's, mercy's love 

Father C. All shall be tried, my Lord, our 
faith permits. "We'll seek at once the chapel of 
Saint Walburg, — invoke her sacred name. The 
holy sisterhood whose nunnery's ruins stand oh 
the verge of the Witch Wood, where still these 
shadows congregate, will gladly help us. 

Albert. Aught that will rescue her from their 
fell power . 

Bath, May I not go with you ? Tis virtue s 
cause. 

Father C. It is, high Lady. You need fear no 
evil ; my presence will protect you. 

Albert. Let us away, love. Now, holy Father. 

Peter, (aside) I'd rather them than me. Til 
tako care how 1 give these Wilis another chance. 
Mercy on me. 

Mmic.—Exit Father Christoph, conducting 
Albert and Bath ilde, followed by Peterkin. 



SCENE IV. 

THE WITCH WOOD. 

4 wild romantic Spot. A rude grey stone Cross 
under a Linden Tree, on one side; at the back, 
the Ntinnery and Chapel of Saint Walburg, 
partly in ruins. The Moon is shining dimly, 
shedding a solemn light over the whole Scene.— 
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Fantastic Music.^Enter Myrtha, Lotta, and 
Branch 9 LB *** ^ ° /the 

Queen. 'Tis well, our haunts regained, greet our new Sister 
Welcome, Giselle j— hail to thee, Bride of Death !] 

Lotta and Wilis greet Giselle, who appears 

amazed and apprehensive. 

Thou must cast off thy mortal garb, Giselle, 

And sport like us, a being of the air I 

The dance, thy joy in life, thy sole employ J 

Ensnar'd, betrayed by man, he now in turn 

Must be thy victim, 'tis but retribution. 

Come, then, throw off the mummeries of thy faith, 

That rosary, for which thou'et now no purpose. 

Music— Giselle expresses her repugnance at 
parting with her rosary. 
mat, would'st thou still retain it ?— Be it so, 
Thou wilt learn better, when thou hast join'd our band. 
But for thy charge, for thy initiation ! 
Resign the ring by which thou wert bethrothed : 
Its promise, death has reft— and in its place 
Wear this, by which thou'rt wedded to our band, 
In joy and love, wedded in endless union. 

Draws ring from Giselle's finger, miich she casts 
away, aiid replaces with one from her own. 

Resign that wreath of death, and on thy brow 
Wear this bright crown of ever blooming flowers. 

Tfie Chaplet is removed, and is replaced by a glit- 
tering Coronal of Orange Flowers. 

Now, one act more, that garment of the tomb- 
Remove it, Sisters, then on bounding pinions 
With which I gift her now, she's of our number. 
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Music. — Lotta and Wilis remove the White * 
Robe of Giselle, and discover the brilliant 
Dress of a Wili ; the Wili's wings appent at 
the same time on her shoulders. 

Hail, hail ! Giselle, hail, sister Wili, hail ! 

Lotta and Wilis dance round and congratulate 
Giselle,— the Queen waving the Amaranthine 
Branch. 

Queen. Rejoice .' Now for thy duties : 'tis thine 

To lure false man unto the power we serve. 

For this thou'lt dance each night in the bright moonlight, 

Alike with us, in bounding, joyous measure, 

Sport like the gossamer on buoyant wing, 

Out-soar the insect queen of early May, 

To^the sweet music of the nightingale, 

The cricket's merry chirp, the beetle's horn, 

Whilst still thou'lt sleep away the day's dull hours, 

Imbedded 'midst the fairesc flowers of summer. 

Such joys earth's daughters know not. Hail, then, Sister ! 

Music. — Giselle expresses her gratification and 
obedience. 

Now for our tasks. ( to Giselle ) Be thine, to watch 
this spot, 

To lure from wood and wild the lost wayfarer, 
Draw the night-wandering traveller from his path, 
To feed our worship : thus thou'lt show thy zeal. 
I'll to the haunted hollow 'mongst the mountains : 
You, Sisters, to the cross roads in the forest. 
Thus each shall play her part. Away, away ! 
Our mighty master claims from us his victims. 
'Twill anger him, if we neglect our duty. 

Music. — Lotta and Wilis all express obedience. 

This caution ere I go : (to Giselle ) that grey cross stono 
Marks where rests ouc like thee renowned for beauty, 
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A rose-crowned village queen. She's now with us-. 
Avoid it : 'tis no friend to us or ours, - 
Protecting those we'd snare, who seek its aid. 
Now then away! Come, brides of death- anon wii 
meetagain. ^s of death , anon we 11 

Day soon will dawn, and call us from the earth 
To our translucent palace 'neath the lake. 
But ere that time our tribute must be paid. 
Watch well, Giselle. Now, Sister Wilis, come I 

[Afiufc.-, Exeunt Queen, Lotta, and Wilis 
Giselle, left ttfherself, under the spell of themaht 
nancers ts attracted by the bTilliaiy X r 
atlirt ^ feels a wish to try the power of her wings ; 
she bounds lightly from side to side. Pleased 

lair t° rlS " I ' herse V t0 ^e joyous 

dance Her pastime is interrupted by the sound 
of footsteps. She draws back. 

Enter Hilariqn. 
Hit. I seek for b-r in vain ! but there is still 
this spot^yes, tile WUJ, Wood,-of old the 

G«TJ£ a"k 0t \ theS l P erfidiou « spirits (sees 
Giselle) Ah, what phantom's this ? Jt wears 
the graceful form of my Giselle. Til clasp it 
though there's death in the embrace. 
Mimc.—Endeavours to seize the hand of Giselle, 
who still eludes him, disappearing behind the tufts 
oj flowers that everywhere skirt the scene; then 
again crossing his path,— for ever advancing, but 
never suffering Mm to touch her. Bewildered, and 
exhausted with his exertions to join her, he 
staggers to the stone cross, against which he 
supports himself. 

Hil. Still she flies from me, like some sweet 
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illusion. The eager boy that seeks with heedless 
haste to seize the butterfly that woos the flowers, 
strives not more vainly, more idly, than do 1. 
Shape or shade, whate'er thou art, that wears 
the witching form of my Giselle, why dost thou 
mock me thus? Hope sickens; this suspense 
o'erpowers me; my strong frame yields to 
mortal agony. Giselle! Giselle! fly me not 
thus. I come to bless, to save thee ! 
Music— Giselle again appears, and advances 
to?vards HiLARlON, who, faint and suffering, 
does not at first perceive her. Stooping to touch 
him, the rosary escapes from her bosom, and 
hangs suspended from her neck. It touches her 
hand. She seeks to replace it. As she takes it, 
its sacred nature restores her to herself. She kis~ 
ses it, looks at her Wili dress with dread, re- 
gards the ring with which she is wedded to the 
sisterhood ivith feelings of despair ; her heart 
becomes touched with pity for Hilarion; all 
her former love for him returns ; she plucks a 
flower, kisses it, and throws it to him. He is in 
raptures. She then slowly advances towards him, 
and permits him to take her hand and imprint 
a kiss on it. 

Hil. It is herself! warm as in life! Dear, 
dear Giselle ! fly this unhallowed spot,— fly the 
deceitful phantoms that would ensnare thee to 
thy ruin ! My love is still thine own, — ardent 

as ever. Here on my knee 

Music— Hilarion kneels to Giselle. She 
shrinks from him and motions him to rise, points 
to her ring and dress, and conjures him to avoid 
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her At thismoment sounds are heard, announcing 
%^™ r ° aCh - ™y«?*™ entering 
Hil Ah, they come! those fatal Phantoms. 

*3u ^.'^^^ne-cross, beneath the linden 
shade, which still has power to keep afar all 
things unholy ; I will no t quit it. 
Music— Enter Lotta and Wilis. They ad. 
vance towards HiLARlON and begin dancing 
^cmaU^ but every time their allure- 
ments would induce him to join them, he is 
restrained by the covert warnings of Gi selle — 
Myrtha then enters hastily. 

Queen, (aside.) 
What do I see ?— Ah, that hateful relic 
Of our relentless foe still works upon her. 
Day will soon dawn, and then our power is o'er : 
The Demons wait their victims ; he will 'scape us— 
One yet is wanted of the fated number : 
Our arts are powerless, our allurements vain 
Against the Linden's safeguard—that stone cross— 
There's but one spell more potent-now, to try it! 
Giselle must dance ; he'll not withstand her charms ! 
{To Giselle) Play thy appointed partj-'twine, fair Giselle, 
Young Dancer of the Night, round this bold stranger, 
Who dares venture here, near our charmed circle : 
Lure him within it— he must be thy partner ! 
With graceful movements, let thy smiles enchant him, 
Own thou the virtue of the mystic branch- 
Dance, fair Giselle, our worship claims its offering J 

Agonized at the perfidious part she is obliged to act, 
Giselle secretly directs the attention of Hila- 
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rion to the east, adjuring him to support himself 
till daybreak, when the Wilis must disappear. 
Hil. (aside) What means she? that these 
shades will fade at daybreak ! Could I resist till 
then, I then were safe! Saint Walburg grant 
me strength ! 

Queen, (anyrily.) 

The moments fly ! False Wili, dost thou brave me? (to Giselle.; 

Alarmed at the anyer of the Queen, and un- 
able to withstand the power of the Mystic 
Branch, Giselle involuntarily begins to dance, 
yet still furtively warning Hilarion not. 
to join her. tie cannot however resist her 
fascination ; he quits the shade of the guardian 
Linden, leaves the protection of the grey stone 
Cross, and advances towards GlSELLE. In rain 
she seeks" to restrain him she is compelled by 
the angry Queen to continue her allurements. 
Hilarion, following her, treads in wild deli- 
rium the mazes of the circles she forms. He 
yrows giddy and Jaint. 

Hil. I can no more. The light fades from my 
eves. My brain whirls wildly. I must yield to 
fate— I faint— I sink, Giselle ;— but, death is 
welcome, since 'twill be shared by thee. Saint 
Walburg, shield me ! 

Queen, (aside.) 

The breath of day plays coldly round my temples j 
It is the hour of dawn ; the demons come. 
( To Giselle) Dance, dance, Giselle, ere yet morn calls us hence. 

Music— Hilarion, struggling and exhausted, is 
rapidly yielding. The horror strii hen G ISELLE, 
slung with remorse at thus betraying him sJie loves, 
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desperately points t Q the sky, in which the first 
Jaint blush of day is slowly breaking. The Moon 
disappears . Giselle encourages Hilarion to 
support himself. The Queen becomes more im- 
perative. Demons are seen in tlie back around, 
ready to seize Hilarion, who, struggling, is hist 
about to fall into their power, to the despair of 
Oiselle, when the stained glass windows of the 
Chapel suddenly become illumined, and the 
solemn sounds of the organ proclaim the Matin 
Chaunt oj [the Holy Sister hood, -The Demons 
back lsappear ' QuEEN and Wilis shrink 

Hil (sinking on one knee) Saved ! saved ! Holy 
Saint Walburg, blessings on thy name ! 7 

Queen. He's lost f day dawns ; we are summoned, Wilis. Hence 
To my translucent palace 'neath the lake, 
Whither Giselle, stain to our Wili race, 
Shall with us, and atone her fault in torrocnta 

Wilis disappear through the flowers, glance 
angrily at Giselle. Queen waves L Ama- 
ranthine Branch Giselle sinks lifeless on the 
ground at her feet They disappear at the mo~ 
Chr,stoph, Prince, Alrert, Bathilde, 
and Bertha rush on, who are just in time to 
see Giselle vanishing, and Hilarion, in 
agony, vainly endeavouring to restrain her. 

Albert She's found, but to fee lost! Now 
Heaven have mercy \ 

Father C. Hilarion safe ! she's not then past 
recall! Ho , y St. Walburg! Oh, protect P £ 

ZT*l* ' ?T ! hy S°,° d grace Jsnatch £ 
Jiom these shades ! even from the palace of these 
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phantoms,— their innermost retreat, ne'er yet 
unbidden trod by mortal feet, Oh, let us rescue 
her! The Amaranth branch, tht, symbol of 
her power, once broke by contact with thy holv 
image, no charm can ward their ruthless Queen's 
destruction. Arise, Hilarion ! thou must join, 
this venture. Thy pure love will have power. — : 
Come, let us from the Holy Sisterhood obtain 
safe conduct. 

The Matin C haunt of the Nuns is repeated. Chris,- 
toph, Prince, &c, direct their steps towards 
the Chapel, conducted by the solemn pealing of the 
organ. Scene closes. 



SCENE V. 

The Dell of the Mist in the Forest of Rosenbad j a 
romantic thicket ; wild shrubs and flowers thickly 
bestrew the ground ; the silver y mist of the morn-, 
xng is seen ascending in natural incense from the 
earth gilded by the first rays of the rising Sun, 
which is brightly piercing through the forest ver- 
dure, at the back, chasing the shades of night, and 
lighting up the dew drops with its beams like 
fairy lamps.— Supernatural Music— Lotta 
and Wilis enter* slowly waltzing onwards, their 
movements becoming fainter and weaker, as the 
Sun's rays beam more strongly, 'till, staggering 
andapparentlydyingawny, they disappear through 
the tufts oj flowers at the wings. 



mmm 6 i 

Enter Myrtha, followed by Phosphor* j 
Lucide, who are impelling n» P f P a J! d 

SELLE throws itW^wSre 

wems imploring her pity. 4 S and 

Queen. Vamlyyou plead, fe ,seWi] i; nought cap save you, 
Peath claims its victim , you H^ST 
And, as your s.sters, who at mom's first beamt 

In softTT Dight ^ * e * a » 
In soft dcclme.-awhile quit this fair earth, 

And, ,n my palace halls of nether light 
Beneath the silver lake, await your doom, 

^°r£^^.^-*. The 
seize her. Myrtha* now fZus. % W 

Queen, ru pause no more. I feel the withering sunbeams 
Act on my frame. Faint as the blighted lily 
My strength j^ives way. Hence, then. Tosiavonearfh 
Is to meet death. Fly we the garish light, 
The s.kemng heat, to our translucent founts, 
Our crysta, halls, and there renew our vigour. 
Haste, Wilis, haste, while yet the power is left us 

disappears. ' Wh Myr TH A also 
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SCENE THE LAST. 

THE PALACE OF THE HUNDRED FOUNTAINS. 
The Translucent Retreat of Myrtha beneath the 
bosom of the Wili Lake, in the Witch-Wood— 
a brilliant and supernatural Scene. — A cool, 
pellucid, and silvery freshness plays alt around. 
Lotta and Wilis discovered, in attitude, at the 
different wings. — iVJ yrtha appears from the back 
in a magnificent Car, which expands as it ad- 
vances ; she is surrounded by playing fountains 
of real water, brilliantly illuminated with varie- 
gated fires. — Giselle, in chains, is lying at her 
feet. On reaching i h e centre of the stage, the 
Car slops. 

Queen. Now then to punish this false Wili'fl perfidy. 
Raises her Amaranth Branch. At this moment a 
loud clap of thunder is heard. 

Ah ! what alarm is that ? Our realm invaded! 

[Wilis draw back affrighted. 
Enter Father Christoph, followed by Prince, 
Albert, Bathilde, Hilarion, Dame Ber- 
tha, 6fc. 

Father C. {to Queen.) Yield to a power that's 
mightier than thine own. Resign thy victim, 
Spirit. Heaven reclaims her ! 
Queen, (fiercely) Never! 

(Again raises her Amaranth Branch; Fa- 
ther Curistoph rushes forward, touches il 
with the sacred J mage of St. Walburg, which 
he bears in his hand, when it is instantly shi- 
vered to pieces, and a thunder-boll strikes the 
Queen, who falls motionless at the back of 
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recover LfZ^outL^ «— *-* & 

Mother.^,,, , now know V Xr d • H.Ianon- 

l.eld thy Zl n tnrfll 1 °™ 1,16 ties th « 

nance, fcarths own a^ain fulfil *u" , 
vo.vs.-tl,ou'rt saved-Civen V *7 ^ 
hvndto Hilarion's ). Ha?l rh^Tt £" 
reclamed Giselle! day cS'J-tTo W^ I 
Hence with the shades of „ |i, l T°™ "t 0 
Hh.le we, to earth restored-t" "lil'ht and 
-exuJt once .ore in m^jg^StS^. 

<jioup round them, form Tableau, and 
CURTAIN FALLS. 
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